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“TIMES 
CHANGE; 
MEN DOnfj. 
AND ME 
LEAST OF ALL 





OrORIOUS BANBSTER JACQUES MESRINE WOULD 
f PROUD OF THE FILMS THAT BEAR HIS NAME. 




“HE WAS PUBLIC ENEMY NUMBER UNE, ‘THE 
■MAN BE A THUUSANB FACES’, A SVMBBL BE 
THE^EHIP^jNAVE’S UEBIPAL ENERBY ANB 
AASE THE SBIXANTE-HUITARBS.’’ 


Through a haze of gun smcte and whldcy fiimea, women and blood, Je an- we know this because he told us. Marine left behind a confessionaJi^ 

Francis Richel's four-hour saga wades into the world of^^jfUliMiiS^^^^nstincideMori, in which he boasted about his life and crimes. That book., 
always UiKterslood ihepower of publicih'. LettiaIVlftii:lij«, irresistibly - "^rhe’basisfbr Richel's tvwj films. The first, Killer hstinct, details the origins •' 
energencanddangeroudyctBnsmatie-JactjB^Mesrli'ie would be proud of Mesrin^s criminal career - from Algeria to Paris, and a fateful meeting'' 

of theflkns lhalbearhisname. Bulis^felkhlgsspgQc^^fca^ . with mob Ites Guido (G4rard Depardieu). After marriage, divorce and 

After being discharg^^PJ^Kl^^^^ffin^^alwSbN^^Tfv^'VKiih a misires?(C&3leDe France) in tow, Mesrine fled to Canada, where 
20 years robbing, murdii fflg img Kidn^pinghisVw||jul^^^^mce and brutal ^ison syst^ re-moulded him into a new kind of killer. Public 

Canada. He was Public rai3n’d^H^faM|<By^nieA^yftLiHi'’niousand 'Enemy No. J s^ an older Mestirte with anewlcr/er (Ludivine Sagnier), 

Faces', a syfftijol o|^Ne¥J^^s0^^i^ti».And the ragb of the rs. a n^ partner-'tn-ciime (Mathieu Amalric), and an ewr mote reckless belief 




For Richel, the question is how to balance that hype with reality - to 
find the line between tte demands of cinema and the hard facts of Bfe Tbo 
smart to tell us tfat Kilier&tstinct and Public Enenrtf are based on a true story 
(indeed, in Public Enemy, we actually see Purine in prison printing his own 
legend "ffeople Hite pace and action,' he says. 'You haw to give them what 
they want."!), he opens each film with a title card; 'No film can faithfully 
reproduce the complenty of a human life. .. To each his own point-of-view' 

And yet the director's point-of-view is hard to decipher. Richer has 
given us pace arri action aplenty, but in doing so has glibly subverted the 
foundation of the biopic - its claim to truth - as well as his responsibility as 
a writer to remain faithful to his material. So fOIler Insrinci and Public Biemy 
are, . , what? Based on true fictions? 

Instead of analysis, we get shoot-outs, bank-jobs and prison breaks. 
Mesrine was, after all, nothing if not a man of action. His escape from 
Canada's Special Correction Ikiit in fOUcr Instinct is a thriller masterclass 
-testament to Richei's tight control But however entertaining the film's 
frequent set pieces ate, the noisy cycle of crima^^risotVescapeeventtHlly 
proves uMetwhelming. 

Mesrine's criminal career coincided with the birth ofthe New Wave, 
but there's little of that electrifying innovation here. Richet has an episodic, 
TV sensibility; albeit one that is distinctly French. Rather than finding 
inspiration in Arthur Penn or Howard Hawks, he looks to the haid-ncsed 
aesthetic of Jean-Pierte Melville and Jacques Becker's rugged poltders. 
But fus^ split screens, sudden zooms and steadicam amply serve to soften 
the jagged edges of those classics. 

Both films are at their best when they reach for something more - 
when the political undercurrents of this fasdnating period bubble up to 
the surface. Kiilcr&tstincrbegins with Mesrine's violent death at the hands 
of aimed police in 1979 - an inddent that still divide opinion in France. 
But the inevitability of his death isn't played as a simple morality tale. In 




the France that Mesrine knew - a murky swamp of radica] politics, state- 
sponsored violence and underground gangs - guilt and innocence were 
moving targets. Thequeslion is: who are the real criminals here? 

Mesrine belonged to a generation of men haunted by the memory 
of Nazi occupation, and forged in the colonial killing fields of Algeria. 
This combustible mix of emasculation and violence - briliantty captured 
in scenes that foDow Mesrine from the execution of an FLN terrorist to 
the bourgeois gentility of a family dinner - produced an underclass of 
disenfranchised men whose despair and hatred, once unleashed, was 
eventually turned against the state that had ejpkated and encouraged it 

'Jfe may hear FrerKh radio talkof a 'new and mortem Algeria', but it 


also gave birth to a new and modem criminal: well armed, well trained 
and able to exploit the volatility of a Fourth Republic in its final throes. 
Far from accepting its complicity, however, that Republic fought back, 
displaying its l^pocrisy by assuming extra-legal powers to stamp out the 
dissent it had created 

All that simmers in the background of Richet's films - (terk hints at a 
sinister history that might have made Mesrine's story so much more than 
another gangster fbck. But a number of explosive set-ups (most obviously 
Guido's affiliation with a right-wing terror cell, and his subsequent murder 
by the pcdice) fail to pay off. Having raised thespectreof a fresh new take 
on the genre, Richet suddenly backs away. ^ 



Perhaps the problem isMesrine himself. "If 1 have to train with the 
Palestinians," he teDs a journalist in Public Encm^f, "I will." But he won't. 
Mesrine may have moved fluidly through a world of revolutionaries, but 
he wasn't one of them. He remained untouched by history. The Mesrine 
of ftrblic Enemy isn't a communist or a fascist but a narcissist -hisviolerce 
a symptom of his vanity. 

And yet Richet doesn't strip him completely of sympathy. There's 
alwajB an out for Mesrine - some excuse to justify his actions, whether the 
muider of two state troopers in Canada (self-deferce), his anti-Arab ta;ism 
(cultural instinct), ora brutal assault on his wife (loyalty to his friends). 
Contrast that with the withering reproach reserved for the head of the 
Sdf, or the hypocrisy of the lawyers and judges threatened by Mesrine's 
anarchic brand of self-expression. 

This, of course, is exactly the kind of revisionism that Mesrine would 
have loved. So too the films' charismatic lead. Though surrounded by 
a guttering array of talent, Vincent Cassel dominates the frame, even as 
the thuggish shoulrters of Killer fnstincr slouch slovk^y into the middle aged 


spread of Public Enemy. This is a physical performance jaunty and restless, 
his lips curled into a mocking half-smilehalf-sneer - the expression of a 
rag lal , careless disregardforthe world. Even buried beneath period wi^ 
and 40 pounds of fat, there's rm mistaking Cassel's undimmable star power. 

Though never less than entertaining. Killer Instinct and Public Enemy 
can't escape the shadow of the films they might have been. Both earn 
their place in the gangster canon. But not even Jacques Mesrine can 



AntDpitDi.My [Uirlitafed at France's Cesars.ssQplDjawarfe tor BestActer and Best DirecQr.O 

EnjtymBrt The pace dcesn'tletiipo«rlQijrlniirscfactlon-pactedclnenia O 

in RetDspect Richats appicach to the matodal is qnastlcnahle, IlMtinp the amhitienof his 
lilrrs tcthelrepic length. O 

Tim to iiage 24 for an intervieA' with Vincent Caasel. 





LA MAU ORDINA ( 1972 ) 

DRECrSByFetn^DILto 

Influenced by the films of Don Siegel, William Fnedkin and Sidney Lumet, the Italian 
■pofiaouescfii' enjoyed a bnef penod of popularity between the decline of the spagftetti 
western and the nse of homegiown horror, f^mando Di Leo was one of iis most cellared 
voices, and Lo Mole Ordlno (alta Hired to SUOwaspeihapshisdefinmgworic. The story of 
a Milanese pimp framed for the theft of mob heroin, and forced on the run from various 
hitmen, 11 may beiray us sensationalist roots (while the undertone offascistic violence is 
another sign of the times), butft’san enjoyablybl^kand blocd'^atteied ^n^er joint. 


LONDON TO 
^BRIGHTON ( 2006 ) 

DRECraiByPadiMieaVtliais 

It may not t>e a gangster film in the traditional sense, but feul Andrew Williams' blistering 
debut, in which two prosututes flee from London to Brighton pursued by the p^chotic 
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On Thursday 6th August 2009 

The Chill in association with Film 4 and Warp Films will 
'^attejnpt to break the record tor the most zombies captured 
Jilih. 

ticket holders are invited to arrive as a zombie and appear 
as an extra in the upcoming lilm, T SPIT ON YOUS RAVE'. 

For more intormation visit: www.bigchiU.net and 
www.ispltonyourrave.com 



6m-9th August 2009 


LIVE 

DAVID BYRNE / ORBITAL / BASEMENT JAXX 

SPIRITUALIZED / CHRIS CUNNINGHAM / AMADOU & MARIAM 
PHAROAH SANDERS / LAMB / LUDOVICO EINAUDI / CALEXICO 
FRIENDLY FIRES / LINDSTR0M LIVE / MAX ROMEO / GONG 
BRITISH SEA POWER / ANDREW BIRD / ALICE RUSSELL / FINK 
DENNIS BOVELL / MUSIC FROM THE PENGUIN CAFE / THE GIST 
THE EX FEAT. GETACHEW MEKURIA / HEXSTAIIC ! TO ROCCO ROT 
BONOBO / NOAH 8c THE WHALE / EMMY THE GREAT / TELEPATHE 
EMILIANA TORRINI / HELIOS / CHROME HOOF / DUB SYNDICATE 
FUTURECOP! / THE INVISIBLE / HYPNOTIC BRASS ENSEMBLE 
MULATU Sc THE HELIOCENTRICS / ERIK TRUFFAZ / JAZZSTEPPA 
MAGISTRATES / KATHRYN WILLIAMS / THE LEISURE SOCIETY 
MARINA 8c THE DIAMONDS / KIM HIORTH0Y / SKA CUBANO 
DAN BLACK / JAMES YUILL / BOY CRISIS / IN FLAGRANTI 
SUNS OF ARQA / JOANA 8c THE WOLF / SOAP 8c SKIN / GABLE 
QUANTIC AND HIS COMBO BARBARO / TOM BROSSEAU 
THE FIELD / SNEAKY / WILDBIRDS 8c PEACEDRUMS 

DJS 

NORMAN JAY / HORSE MEAT DISCO / METRO AREA 
SLAM / GREG WILSON / SUBCULTURE / DJ DEREK 
TOM MIDDLETON / CONGO NATTY / OPTIMO 
GAZ'S ROCKIN BLUES / MR SCRUFF'S TEA PARTY 
DADDY G PRESENTS BRISTOL HI FI / TODDLA T 
KODE 9 Sc SPACEAPE / THE HEATWAVE / TIM SWEENEY 
RICHARD NORRIS / KRAFTY KUTS Sc A SKILLZ 
TIM GOLDSWORTHY/ FUTUREBOOGIE / KEB DARGE 
ANNIE NIGHTINGALE / BENNY PAGE / PETE LAWRENCE 
ALDO VANUCCI/ REGGAE ROAST/ CRAIG CHARLES 
PAUL WHITE 8c BULLION / DJ FORMAT / BIGGABUSH 
SMOOVE 8c TURRELL / NICE UPl SOUND SYSTEM 
RAMADANMAN / TOMB CREW / MUNGOS HI FI 
PETE FOWLERS / MONSTERS AT WORK 
THE NEXTMEN FEAT MC WREC / BASS CLEF 
DON LETTS / FLOATING POINTS / PARKER 
ARTHUR BAKER / MJ COLE 


Adult £145 
Adult 8c Coach 
Travel £165 
Sunday £70 
Student/|sa£llO 
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www.fenchurch.com 
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LWLiea : 

Wh»t Is it you love about movies^' 


Cessel: 

Do you know whet, that's very interesting 
because I watch a lot of movies but I realise 
that what l like the most is not watching 
movies but making them. It's like sports, 
you knowT I love sports but I get bored 
when 1 watch them on TV after a while. 
It’s to practice - to lose yourself, to live 
the moment, to express yourself that la the 
most interesting thing for me as an actor. 

I wetoh. movies, but I'm not a movie buff. 
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SEXUAL POLITICS 
AND SOCIAL 
ALIENATION: 
DISCOVER 
THE UNSEEN 
BRITISH CINEMA 
OF JANE ARDEN 
AND JACK BOND. 



LOST 
^ FOUND 



DVD &Blu-ray ISJuly 

Also screening at the BFI Southbank, 14 - 17 July and at The Cube Microplex, Bristol, 20 - 22 July 


To find out more visit 
www.bfi.org.uk/ardenbond 


Available at amazon.co.uk- 


SUBSCRIBE TO THE TRUTH 

y AND WIN THINGS! T 


Either fill in the form below or subecribe online between Jaae 21 and 29 to be eligible lor thie glorious 

with a cheque to Th t Churcb Of Loitdaii.TDp Fleer, 9-9 Rlvlngten Piece, Leiden EC2A 3BA'. 


1 NAMF. 

TYPE OF -SimSCRIPTION 

' ADDRESS 

□ UK£IB f6 issues) , 

□ Europe (airmail) £30.00 (6 issues) ! 

1 □ Rest of world (air mail) £4S,00 (6 issued) > 


Please endcse cheque for the relevant amotint made payable ' 




by visitintt wwwJittlewfaiteliea.co.uk > 



jOlNUS! 

WE STARTED THIS MAGAZINE BECAUSE WE WANTED TO CREATE A COMMUNITY OF LIKE-MINDED FILM LOVERS: 

PASSIONATE, ENGAGED AND OPINIONATED. 

BRING YOUR VOICE ONLINE AND JOIN THE DISCUSSION AT 

WWW. 



WITH BLOGS, DEBATES, NEWS, REVIEWS AHD INTERVIEWS, THIS IS THE PLACE TO GET YOUR DAILY FIX OF LWLIES, 

OR SIGN UP FOR OUR WEEKLY NEWSLETTER AND WE'LL DELIVER ALL THAT AND MORE DIRECT TO YOUR INBOX. 

WHAT ARE YOU WAITING FOR? 

★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★ 
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THE CAMERA’S EVE IS A WIHDOW INTO AN UNKNOWN SOUL. 
FROM OANOSTERS AND RUBBER MEN TO PRISON BLUES AND 
RED-HOT STARS, BET LOST IN THE DESERT OF THE REAL. 
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ife could be pretty easy for Vincent Cassel. 
Six-foot three inches of alpha male masculinity, 
he grew up in an artistic family of opera singers, 
dancers, rappers and actors in 1970s Pans. 
But he took his time making a mark. Cassel 
was already in his mid-twenties when he landed 
several small roles in French television; 20 before 
he got a name part in Merchant Ivory's Jefferson 
In Paris : and 29 before La Heine put him 
irrevocably on the map. 

That breakthrough role, as VInz - a snarling, 
cop-killing symbol of France's brewing social 
breakdown - tel Is you everything you need to 
know about Cassel. Sure, he may make it look 
easy - with the history, the connections, the 
piercing eyes and soulful charm - but Cassel 

choices. He may have appeared in icostume 
dramas like Eliaabeth, but he did so as the 
outrageously camp Due d'Anjou. He may have 
added his voice to Shrek, but he followed it 
up with Caspar No^'s rape-revenge shocker 
Irreversible : just as the hollow gloss of Ocean's 
Twe/vegave wayto the gleeful gore of Satan . 

In between these high profile gigs came the 


smaller projects that allowed Cassel to explore 
the limits of his anti-hero persona - Gilles 
Mimouni's L'Aooartement (where he met future 
wife Monica Bellucci), Dobermann with Jan 
Kounen, and the genre-bending Brotherhood 
of the Wolf . These are not the choices of an 
actor comfortable with the idea of coasting 
through his career. 

Case in point: Cassel is currently rocking 
a skinhead fora new role in Romain Gavras' 
directorial debut Lords. Gavras, the son of 
Palme d'Or-winner Costa-Gavras, has, like 
Cassel, avoided the respectability of mainstream 
French filmmaking. Instead, he's embraced 
the emerging punk aesthetic flooding out of 
the Parisian banlieues. Gavras and Cassel are 
both working with the heirs of La Har'ne, the 
Kourtrajme Collective, a group of mixed race kids 
from the sink estates making powerfully creative 
statements through violent rap lyrics and music 
videos, several of which were shot by Gavras. 
Check out the Justice track 'Stress' on YouTube 
- a disturbingly realistic day-in-the-Irfe account 
of a gang of street thugs that paints the Parisian 
suburbs as a scene from Mad Max. Likewise. ^ 


“IT IS NOT EASY 
WHEN YOU WANT 
TO MAKE SOMETHING 
NEGATIVE TOWARDS 
THE SYSTEM OR 
THE GOVERNMENT/’ 


id for 


Satan, 'Batards Db Barbaras' from Kourtrajm^ 
members La Caution, features graphic sc;enes 
of murder culminating in a suicide bombing. 

Given his background, Cassel may be an 
unlikely champion of this guerrilla street scene, 

calculating anything," he says when asked why 
the biggest star in French cinema continues 
to hang out with a bunch of ghetto f immakers, 
“From the first images [I saw] - even though 
they had no obvious sense - I thought they 
were totally relevant to my idea of France, and 
my vision of France and Paris and the mix of 
culture," he explains. “There was no complex 


anymore - it was tree, it was fun, it was creative 
For me it's important because there's so much 
energy coming out of them, and I totally agree 
with what they do. Even if some people don’t 
understand it, I really think that out of this 
collective group of artists, some really strong 
directors are going to emerge," 

Cassel, you feel, is constantly on the hunt 
for filmmakers whose energy matches his own. 
Though softly spoken in person, there's no 


disguising thestar power or the restless tension 
of a man who needs to keep moving, to keep 
testing, to keep proving himself. And there's no 
bigger test than the life of Jacques Mesrine. 

Shot over a record-breaking nine months (“A 
pregnarcyt") with Cassel in almost every frame, 
this is his Raging Bull. He even went through 
the same arduous process of weight gain as 
De Niro. Then again, this is the story of a man 
who lived an extravagant lifestyle, immersed 

beautiful women. Okay, he's never robbed 
a bank, but isn't Cassel basically just playing 
himself? “Erm... No. Honestly, Jacques Mesrine’s 
life has nothing to do with mine," he laughs. 

And yet it's a life that he knows well. Cassel 
was first approached to make the f Ims seven 
years ago, but the timing wasn't right. Although 
he agreed to do it, Cassel admits that in 
retrospect he wasn't ready as an actor. ^ 



* EVERYBODY HAS 
A STORY ABOUT 
JACQUES MESRINE, 
WHETHER IT’S 
TRUE OR NOT.” 


Moreovar, Ihsy nseded Id find somsbody 
prepared to spend a lot of money on two fims 
about an anti-hero who look on the establishment, 
and as Cassel says, ihat Is not easy when you 
want to make something negative towards the 
system or the government." 

So the project went on the backburnerlor 
the best part of a decade, but Cassel didn't pass 
the time idly. “Over seven years, I could really 
study and read mors or less everything that has 
been written by or about Jacques Mesrine," he 
s%s. “I met his kids, I met one of his girlfriends, 

I met people who worked with him robbing banks, 

I met some cops and some journalists who 
interviewed him. I really had time to study for once 
because usually you're hired fora movie and you 
have to study in a rush. By the I'me I got on set 
I knew more than I really needed." 

Every French person cdI a certain generation 
knows Jacques Mesrine. He's their Ronnie Biggs 
- not just a gangster, but a cultural touchstone, 
almost a national treasure. Cassel still remembers 
watching television as a 13-year-old in '79, 
seeing Mesrine's bloody body laid out in the 
streets. Even then, he says, “there was a pop 


culture about the guy - a lot ol my friends were 
walking around wearing T-shirts with his face on, 
or quoting things that he said. I would see his 
name popping up on walls, or in rap lyrics." Even 
so, the interest that the fim provoked surprised 
him: “The d^ they announrced the movie, I started 
to receive e-mails and people would come up to 
me in the street and say, 'You know, I met the guy. 
I was in schtDol with him...' Everybody has a story 
about Jacques Mesrine, whether it's true or not." 



A story and an opnion. Cassel's opinion is pretty 
unequivocal. He compares Mesrine (dubiously} 
to Che Guevara, and defends him from the 
charge that he was nothing but a killer. “He's 

himself in the book that he wrote of 43 murders 
- but the truth is that lod^, still, none ol those 
murders has been proven against him," he argues. 
“Let's face It: this guy has been killed in the middle 
of the street by oops - executed - when there F" 


“IT'S WHEN 
YOU START DOING 
THINGS THAT 
YOU DON'T WANT 
TO DO THAT YOU 
RUIN YOURSELF." 


was no proof that ha aver killad anybody. 

How coma? Why was ha such a threat to the 
govarnment? My taka on that," ha continuas, “is 
that ha was a clown that bacama too loud. Ha 
was becoming a dangerous jester. In 79, whan 
he dies, he's the favourite celebrity of the French 
people. So when suddenly that guy escapes all 
the police that are running after him, and does 
a cover story for Paris Match threatening the 
government, making fun of it... They just couldn't 
afford it. Then they said, ‘Okay, we've got to get 
hd of this guy.' And they got rid of him." 

For all their anti-establishment credentials. 
Killer Instinct and Public Enemy were jointly 
nominated for Best Film at the 2008 Ctears, 
while Cassel himself was off cially welcomed 
into the bosom of the French fim industry after 
being named Best Actor. Well deserved as it 
was, what does it mean now that the former bad 
boy is the favourite son? ‘I don't know, honestly. 

I think it's too soon to tell," he says. He lapses 
into silence for a moment. “I'm 43 this year and 
it's just that you become something else," he 
muses. “If you grow up properly you understand 
more and more things, and you master your craft 


a little bit more every time, and so you're 
getting... ripe. Being part of the C^sar and 
all that, I can see the difference. But I don't 
think it's going to be like that [that he'll be seen 
as part of the Establishment]. I'm still the same 
person, I still have the same taste, and I stil have 
some strange movies to shoot." 

Cassel is an actor who built his reputation 
on the ferocity of those early performances, when 
his bristling anger captured the authentic attitude 
of the street. Is that Cassel gone forever? How 
roan you maintain that intensity when you've got 
money in the bank, a superstar wife, a big house 
in the big city? “I really, really enjoy what I do," he 
answers. “I've been spoiled sinrce the beginning 
and I've never said ‘yes' to a movie tor money. So 
it's still realty fresh and pure - I've never realty 
had the feeling of going to work. As long as your 
desire is ‘clean', let's say, you still have the same 
energy. It's when you start doing the things that 
you don't really want to do, when you find excuses 
for yourself, that you start to ruin yourself." ® 
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JACQUES MESRINE MAY HAVE BEEN CALLED 'THE MAN OF A THOUSAND FACES’, BUT HIS 
SKILLS PALE IN COMPARISON WITH THE WORK OF HOLLYWOOD’S BREASE PAINT GUYS. FROM 
TOM SULLIVAN TO RAY HARRYHAUSEN, WE ASK THE MASTERS OF MAKE-UP EFFECTS ABOUT 
THE FUTURE OF THEIR ART FORM IN A DIGITAL WORLD. ^ 


I 
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I 
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alex. sculpture and prosthetics have been central to the 
art ot trim making since Georges Malles first voyaged 
to the moon in 1 902. Make-up artists on early silent 
films spent their time caking actors m camera-friendly 
yellow grease paint, but it was the movies’ fantasticai 
possibilities that made an art of the process, giving us 
everything from an aged Charles Foster Kane to a chest- 
exploding alien; from an enhanced Dirk Diggler to a 
reverse-ageing Benjamin Button. 

That film's recent awards for visual effects have 
met with controversy, however, bringing a simmering 
argument into sharp focus. Because unlike competitor 
and fanboy favourite Hettbov II: The Golden A/mv . the 
incredible make-up effects on Brad Pitt’s character had a little digital help. While message boards 
have debated the justice of comparing traditional SFX methods with CGI-enhanced wizardry, some 
in the business are beginning to wonder if the seemingly limitless possibilities of the digital age wilt 
bring an end to the reign of the rubber men. 

And It IS, overwhelmingly, a boys’ game. Men like Dick Smith {Little Bio Man . The Godfather) and 
Rick Baker (An Amehcan Werewolf In London) were part of a generation of talented individuals who 
could write their own rules in a fledgling industry in which technological advances unshackled their 
imaginations. Special effects make-up is one of the few parts of 'the biz’that remains the preserve of 
the risk taker and the maverick enthusiast. 

A glance at the CVs of those responsible for the most groundbreaking work in the field yields little 
in the way of formal training. Instead, it shows practitioners in the art carving their niche in the film 
business through sheer determination. For prosthetics king Jake Garber , the road to The NutW Professor 
and Hellbov grew out of studying theatre at the University of Minnesota He never graduated. In fact, 
tod^ Garber cheerfully admits that he never really had any traning in the business he's made his own. 
Uke many of his peers in the skin trade, Garber was simply a fan, mostly of horror movies - just one of 
those kids who was alw^s drawing or making models with whate/er was to hand. Dick Smith similarly 
began his career as a grease pant guy for the Yale amateur dramatics group. Within a few years of 
graduating, he was head of the make-up department at new-fangled television company NBC. 

As one ot Smith’s key protSg^, it w^ Rick Baker who led the last great revolution in pre-digital 
SFX make-up. With An Amehcan Werewolf In London, he brought the art into the mainstream, 
garnering not just huge press attention but also critical acclaim. The moment of lycanthropic 
transformation, set to Creedence’s 'Bad Moon Rising’, is a bigger YouTube hit than Jenny Agutter’s 
gratuitous shower scene. In response to the urgings of director John Landis . Baker devised a 
technique that he called ‘change-o-face’ (he was an artist, not a brand manager); a blend of latex, 
animatronics and puppetry that allowed Landis to film David Naughton's agonising aerobics session 
in full, without recourse to conveniently positioned furniture. 

Baker's techniques were as mind-blowing to ’80a audiences as today’s digital crowd-pleasers, 
which may be why he’s unfazed by new developments. “What happens so often," he’s noted, “is that 
they pit the rubber guys against the pixels, and we need to work together." For Baker, the enjoyment 
he gets out of the down and dirty business of creating effects props is nothing compared to achieving 
a spectacular visual result. “I got into puppets and animatronics because we could do things we 
couldn’t do with make-up," he’s explained. “It’s the same thing with the CG stuff; I do all my design 
work on the computer now - it’s my favourite tool." 

To Tom Sullivan, whose SFX make-up on Sam Raimi’s The Evil Dead redefined the thoroughly 
modern zombie, and opened up new frontiers tor gore-hounds, CGI effects are part of a creative 
palette that includes latex, rubber and grease paint. It’s with excilement rather than dismay that 
he greets the news that Beniamin Button ’s effects were digitally enhanced. “I was astounded," he 
enthuses. “H fooled me." 
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That love might partly be about the reaction that live, on-set mayhem engenders in the performers. 
Sullivan certainly thinks so. “If there’s actual blood ‘n’ guts erupting as opposed to a guy in a suit, 
it rrally makes a difference," he s^s, citing the chest-burst scene in Allen - “where the actors knew ^ 
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somslhing was going to happen, but not what; so when John Hurt's chest explodes, they're 
getting an actual shock." It is, he explains, part of a venerable directorial tradition: “There are 
other devices, like the director will have a hidden air horn and when they need everyone to jump, 
they'll let it go and just remove the sound later. That kind of nasty stuff you can't do with CGI." 

Dick Smith agrees, perhaps because, like Sullivan, his vast experience on set has shown him 
that actors love having something to react to. “I've known directors to take 30 takes on one scene," 
he says, “just to get that moment, or several repeats of a moment, where the actor ts in touch with 
his character. And how does he do that when the actor is clothed in underwear and has little dots 
stuck to various parts of his anatomy?" 

Ironically, Smith has little interest in the gorier side of an art form that's vital to the sci-f and 
horror genres, even though it was his ingenuity that made Linda Blair's head spin in The Exorcist 
His area of expertise has always been the realistic physical transformation of performers, and his 
allies in the acting profession were those like Olivier and Eli Wallach who revelled in the theatrical 
possibilities of latex and paint. As the chief innovator in ageing make-up, he created an almost 
unrecognisable 121 -year-old Dustin Hoffman for Little Big Man in 1970, gave Brando his hangdog 
looks lor The Godfather, and sculpted the elderly Salieri's misery in 1984's Amadeus . His view of 
the growth in digital effects is far more equivocal than either Tom Sullivan's or Rick Baker's. He's 
pragmatic, acknowledging that big scenes and genre pieces can benefrt from digital enhaniament. 
But his affections lie with the aspects of the art he helped develop: “I'm so glad that I was active and 
tad a good run during the hey-d^ of physical and pracfal makeup, and played a role," he says. 

If you want to sum up the issues facing SFX makeup, look no further ttan the career of Kazuhiro 
Tsu ii, the exceptional Kyoto makeup artist mentored by both Rick Baker and Dick Smith, currently 
recognised as one of the new tyros in the business. Tsuji's work as special effects make-up artist 
on The Curious Case of Benjamin Button is seminal, but no one would claim that it's reliant on 
digitai imaging. 

In fact, Tsuji's effects sculptures achieve a quality beyond prop making, and have more in 
common with the hyperreal creations of Australian contemporary artist Ron Mueck than with the 
workaday artefacts that rely on CGI for their impact. His make-up design was the only thrilling 
element of Burton's leaden Planet of the Apes, and his contributions to Hetiboy and the Gore 
Verbinski remake of The Rina attracted admiration. TsujT is by no means unique in blending CGI 
and practical make-up, but the extent of his Innovation is pushing boundaries as he uses the 
cutting edge of technology to meet the merciless demands of all-seeing, pin-sharp innovations 
like Panavision's HD video. 

To Tom Sullivan, the debate between fans of Benjamin Button and Hei/boy about who deserves 
what is meaningless. “My view is that all awards are unfair," he exclaims. “I like what Spielberg said: 
'Give fve people the same budget, the same script, gel them to go away and make a movie, then 
we'll compare'." Though naturally, his personal taste leans towards Big Red: “Of course. I'd give 
[the award] to Hellboy and Guillermo's amazing team," he says. “The scale of what he does - he 
pulls a lot out of his dollar and it all goes up on the screen." 

Sullivan believes that concerns about the future of SFX make-up fail to take into account the 
sheer amount of practical work that lies behind CGI effects. “Even for the digital stuff to work, 
people with skills like Rick Baker and [Fight Club's] Rob Bottin or Stan Winston are required for 
creating and sculpting, which has to be even more astoundingly detailed for digital," he says. That 
stuff has to be created, and the most cost-efficient way is still to create models. There's a really 
high range of work being done out there, like nothing the world's ever seen." 

It's these models that remain close to the hearts of most make-up etteots jockeys. All of 
them name-check the creator of stop-motion animation and godfather of filmmaking illusion, 
Ray Harryhausen. When asked about his views on the future of SFX make-up, the great man is 
charmingly nonplussed as to what he could possibly otter the debate, although his faint praise that 
CGI “allows everyone to remake everything" gives an indication of where his affections lie. 

The clearest indication of his view lies in the introduction to his autobiography. An Animated 
Life, that eiucidates a point which otherwise lingers in the background in almost all that's said. 
Harryhausen acknowledges that CGI has “reached a high few would have anticipated", but finds 
the realism of CGI a counter to the dreamlike element that makes the impossible believable. “Stop- 
motion," he writes, “supplies the perfect breath of life for fantastical creatures, offering a look of 
pure fantasy because their movements are beyond anything we know." Anyone who's watched 
Harryhausen's bronze Talos come to life in Jason and the Argonauts and felt the hairs rise on the 
back of their neck will know exactly what he means ® 
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JACQUES MESRINE WAS A PRODUCT OF THE TAIIIBLED 
ALLIANCES BETWEEN STATE INSTITUTIONS AND ORGANISED 
GANGS IN 1950s FRANCE. BUT THIS ISN'T THE ONLY TIME, 
OR THE ONLY PLACE. THAT A STATE HAS TIED ITSELF TO THE 
VERY CRIMINALS IT IS SWORN TO POLICE. MCMAFIA AUTHOR 
MISHA GLENNY GUIDES LWLIES THROUGH A TANGLED WEB OF 
POWER. PROFIT AND POLITICS. WORDS BY SORREL NEUSS 





nSiated into violence as a French paratrooper in the battle for Algerian 
independence, then employed as a stooge by the Oiqanisation de I'Arm^e 
SecrMe. Jacques Mesrine's criminal career was intertwined with the very 
state that spent the best part of 20 years trying to catch him. 

From clandestine poiitical struggies in post-war France and Itaiy, to the 
complete criminal takeover of the Balkans in the ’90s, thugs with long arms 
lave forged an ever-tighter relationship with politicians, the army and police 

A very French brand of terrorist armed with torture tools and plastic 
explosives was plotlng to overthrow President Charles de Gaulle when 
Mesrine came of age. An ultra nationalist group of military men posted to 
North Africa during the 1954-1962 France-Algeria war formed a ‘Secret 
Army', whose aim was to block Algerian independence. No cheese-eating 
surrender monkeys, this lot: the terror they inSioted on Algeria's Muslim Front 
de Liberation Nationals (FLN), not to mention their ‘unpatriotic’ kinsmen, 
made the waterboarding and electrical shocks exacted on locals by the 
regular army during the war look tame. 

One of the organ isatkDn's leaders, Jacques Soustelle, was Governor 
General of Ageria. Shrewd, confdent and mean, he was known at the I'me 
as the ‘Molotov of Gaullism', ‘Jacques the Wrecker', ‘the moat dangerous 
man in France'. 

In 1959, Time magazine reported: “When he leaves his offoe on Paris' 
Rue Oudinot, his movements are signalled ahead by a succession of 
iBndolaps;at the ministry entrance and on surrounding street comers, men 
armed with submachine guns spring to the alert." 

“Just like a Chicago gangster, eh?" Soustelle quipped. 

Soustelle operated like a kind of one-man cabinet in oil-laden Algeria 
Metropolitan France consumed more than 20 million tons of the stuff at that 
time, and he was damned if he was going to lose control over North Africa's 
bounty. When de Gaulle pushed for Algerian independence in an effort 
to end the war, Soustelle's cohorts plotted to bury him. Machine gun fre 
sprayed de Gaulle's car in August 1 962, but he and his wife escaped. The 
OAS quickly fell out of favour in mainland France, and most members either 
fled to Argentina or were jailed. 

Some of those associated with the OAS, however, still hold political 
sw^. Jean-Mane Le Pen, the far right National Front leader who won an 
astonishing number of votes in France's 2002 presidential elections, served 
in 1 965 as rcampaign manager for Jean-Louis Tixier-yiqnacour, former chief 
attorney for the OAS leaders. 


The French are still sore about it. Mesrine director Jean- Fran ryjis 
Richet and screenwriter Adel Raout Datri were “overly wary" of talking 
about politics in '60s France, and refused to be interviewed. 

France wasn't the only country where the lines between state business 
and organised crime were becoming blurred. Across a few borders in Italy, 

In 1969, a bank in Milan's Piazza Fontana was blown to smithereens. 
The authorities jumped on the chance to point the finger at left-wingers, 
but the people who lit the fuse were never found. Many suspect that it was 

As communism gained popularity, to stop people from voting Red the 
authorities blamed left-wing terrorists for the blast in a deliberate strategy 
to foment tension - giving birth to one of the most notorious terrorist 
organisalons in Italy's history, the Brigate Rosse . 

According to Andrew Gumbel at the /nctependent newspaper, “The 
Red Brigades and other violent leftist groups emerged as a reaction to 
right-wing terrorists, and to the state's cack-handed attempts to blame the 
early bombings on left-wing anarchists.' Between 1969 and 1961, the 
Red Brigades got to work robbing banks, blowing up railw^ stations and 
offing dozens of poliicemen, magistrates and journalists. As the pool of 
blorid deepened, other political groups began to manipulate BR violence 
for their own ends. 

In 1 978, the BR kidnapped and murdered Christian Democrat leader 
Aldo Moro. who was trying to extend the government's parliamentary 
majoritythrough a compromise with the Italian Communist Party. Disguised 
A-Team style in Alitalia airline uniforms, a team of Brigade recruits 
ambushed Moro in Rome, killed fve of his bodyguards and took him 
hostage. Unhappy with the whole communist alliance idea in the frst 
place, the Christian Democrats did not exactly fall over themselves to 
negotiate Moro's release, and after 54 days he was shot and dumped in 
the bool of a Renault parked next to a Roman amphitheatre. 

But the plot was a hell of a lot sou pier than that. Both Moscow and 
Washington opposed Moro's policies, and according to Mino Peoorelli, 
ajoumalist who was shot a year later, Moro's kidnapping had been carried 
out by a “lucid superpower". Giovanni Fasanella, who co-wrote a book 
on the Moro case, told The Guardian, “Moro was killed because he had 
revealed slate secrets [whilst held icaptive] and could have revealed 
others... West and East were in agreement, because his policy was 


"THE RUSSIAN 
STATE WAS 
UNABLE TO 
DEAL WITH THE 
MECHANISMS 
OF A MARKET 
ECONOMY. IT 
SIMPLY COULDN'T 
DO IT." 


Fasanella Ihriks that Gladio. the seorel US/UK-sponsored post-war army 
tasked with thwart'ng the communists in Italy, pulied the trigger. Whoever 
was rssponsibie, it's ciear that the relationship between the Red Brigades 
and the Italian stale was not your typical cops and robbers affair. 

Cold War Italy was a conspiracy theorist's wet dream, but the rapid 
deterioration across the water r the Balkans into state-sanctioned organised 
crime after 1969 doss not need embellishment. 

As the Berlin Wall came down and the Soviet Union collapsed, so too 
did the Balkans. Assets previously controlled by the state went up for grabs, 
while war ravaged the region for adeicade, giving rise to a new, far greedier 
brand of European organised criminal. 

Unlike the terrorist groups in post- World War II France and Italy, nasty 
pieces of work in the Balkans had no ideological drive save a yawning 
hunger for cash. As Misha Glennv . former BBC correspondent in the region 
and author of iWciWafia, explains: “As a consequence of war, [economic] 
sanctions [imposed by the West] and corruption in the Balkans during the 
frst half of the 1 990s, the states of the former Yugoslavia turned to and 
nurtured mafias to run the logistics of their military effort, and it was not long 
before criminals were in control of the economy, the government and the 
war. Anyone with any serious political ambition had no choirce but to get 
mobbed up." 

Egged on by the '80s get-rich-quiok culture and expanding globalisation, 
a new capitalist class in the Balkans and former Soviet Union set about 
establishing a hierarchy among themselves. This was not played out over 
tea and HobNobs. 

There was an initial, bloody struggle to grab hold of major assets in the 
Balkans, says Glenny. Once that initial bloodletting was over, a few big 
winners went on to safeguard thar position by making the state responsible 
Ibrtheir security. They spent a huge amount of their loot on private protection 
from the police and other rackets, and used the rest of it to make even 
more money. 

Very quickly the Balkans became a vast transitzonefor all things dodgy 
from the Bulgarian, Romanian or Macedonian borders over into Austria, Italy 
and beyond. Paramilitary groups and the big asset-grabbing winners, or 
oligarchs, linked up with criminal bosses from all over the world to bring 
nose powder, skag, prostitutes and cheap cigarettes into Europe. 

And even though the different ethnic tactions in the region were f ghting 
a horrendous war on the front lines, they worked well together smuggling 
illicit goods that ended up in countries like the UK. “They were paid 
handsomelyfor their betrayal of the national cause," s^s Glenny. In between 
slaughtering scores of Kosovo Albanians, Zefikn Ravnatovic. better known 
as Arkan, had a sideline in smuggling heroin with the help of some of the 
very people that he was supposed to murder. 


Anyone with any power was up to their neck in it, especially the 
countries' leaders. During the '90s, Macedonia's economy was propped 
up by the illegal cigarette trafe, controlled by the secret services and its 
president, Milo Djukanovic . By charging a transit tax for cigarettes bought 
wholesale from factories in America and routed via Macedonia to Italy, 
Djukanovic claims to have mads £20 million a year. 

But the cigarette mafia did not get off lightly just because they fad the 
president's endorsement. Stiff competition lead to gang warfare across 
the Balkans in 2000, and those involved started dropping like flies “Hits in 
the Balkans tend to be very carefuly targeted," s^s Glenny. “Assassinations 
of key opponents are usually associated with a struggle around a particular 
commodity, which we saw with the cigarette trade. It really became very 
bloody, but you didn't get ordinary people knocked off in the street in the 



Back in theformer USSR, the scope for making obscene amounts of cash 
was just as mind-blowing. Under what seemed like a perpetually drunk 
Boris Yeltsin , the price of many commodities in Russia was deregulated, 
but oil and gas were not. A few shrewd men made a killing selling 
subsidised energy on the European market at global prices. Other assets 
formally under state control were also scooped up and turned into gold 
overnight. 

“The state, particularly the judiciary, was unable to deal with the 
mechanisms of a market economy," says Glenny. “It simply couldn't do 
it. t was completely overloaded and gridlocked, so policing had to be 
privatised." 

As the oligarchs got richer, they demanded more protection, and 
private rackets became bigger and ballsier. Thenumber of hits was dizzying 
and Moscow turned into a bling-soaked Wild East. “Oligarchs' aspirations 
are incredibly crass," remarks Glenny. In their gaudy partes, scantly clad 
women are more decorative than the furniture. “Although I have never been 
to a party where everyone started taking their clothes off and fucking," he 
says, “I really felt that people were about to take off their cbthes and start 
fucking at any moment" 

Security at these Moscow shindigs is as thuggish as you'd imagine. 
“There are all these goons standing around whose faces you can't see 
because they're so tall, and you can't see round them because they're so 
wide. If you piss them off they'll squeeze you like that," he says, squishing 
an imaginary head between his hands, “but if you don't piss them off, 
they're fine. They're not there to draw attention to themselves." 

And that's why the rest of us continue to buy half price rolling tobacco, 
coke cut with icing sugar, or dodgy DVDs without feeling guilty. The 
economic and social fallout isn't visible from our living rooms or on our 
street corners. It's not In the interest of these global Mafiosi to start 
whacking each other in their own shop window. 

The chain of supply and demand in illicit goods is simple enough, 
as is the reason why some states collude with it. As Glenny concludes: 
“There are still so many organised crime operations in places like Italy 
because these slates have never been mature and developed enough 
to calm the distress and discontent that gives rise to organised crime. 
H really isn't rocket science." @ 






“A FASCINATING FUSION OF ROAD MOVIE, GANGSTER EPIC AND TRAGIC 
LOVE STORY... UHERLY ENGROSSING... ONE OF THE MUST-SEE 
FOREIGN LANGUAGE TITLES OF THE YEAR.” 
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“A BEAUTIFULLY SHOT, EPIC FILM ABOUT A YOUNG IMMIGRANT'S DREAM 
OF AMERICA AND THE VIOLENT GANG WORLD THAT THREATENS TO 
TEAR HER LIFE APART. PROFOUNDLY ORIGINAL.” 
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A totein of the capitalist 
system we must overthrow 
to create a new socialist 
utopia! 


Thai's quite a 
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some intellectual 
guidance, Who do 




money. Cash, 
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queen's heads. 
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Money? Right now, 
I'm more concerned 
about the liberation 
of my people. 
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THE WORLD IS A TERRIBLE PLACE AHD IT MAKES TOO AHBRT. 
RIGHT? REAL AHBRY. BUT YOU CAH FIBHT THE MAH. HOT 
THROaSH YOTIHB (IE THAT CHAHBEB AHYTHIHB, THEY'D 
ABOLISH IT) BUT REYOLUTIOH! THERE'S PLEHTY OF PEOPLE 
WHO CAH HELP YOU IH YOUR FIBHT. LUCKILY. WE'RE HERE TO 
HELP FIHD THE RIBHT OHES FOR YOU. WORDS BY ED AHDREWS 


YOU SAY YOU 
WANT A REVOLUTION? 





































GREAT 



INSPIRED BY JACQUES MESRINE'S PRISON-BREAKING ESCAPADES, LWLIES COMMISSIONED 
FIVE _ ARTISTS TD REIMAGINE SBME OF CINEMA'S CLASSIC ESCAPOLOGISTS. 



THE RUNNING MAN JON BOAM 










THE TRUMAN SNOW MATT TAYLOR 





THE OEER HUNTER RMY RROWN 
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IN 1980. THE FRENCH HARD ROCK BAND TRUST RELEASED AN ALBUM WHOSE LYRICS 
HELPED TRANSFORM JACQUES MESRINE FROM PUBLIC ENEMY TO NATIONAL ICON. LEAD 
SINGER BERNIE BONVOISIN RECALLS HOW IT HAPPENED. .'Ohi MATT j''CHENi.. 


Even before his dealh, the process of assimilaling 
Jacques Mesrine into French popular culture 
had begun. As unlikely an icon as he have 
seemed, he embodied a kind of Resistance- 
chic which, allied with his propensity for 
kidnapping wealthy industrialists, elevated him 
to hero status among France's disenfranchised 
masses. When the government paraded his 
bullet-riddled body on national television, they 
only served to quicken Mesrine’s transformation 
from menace to Messiah. 

Barely 12 months after his murder in 
1979, the impact of Mesrine's life and death 
was manifest in the lyrics of French hard 
rock band Trust. Founded in 1 977 by Bernie 
Bonvoisin, Mono Krief, R^ Manna and Jeannot 
Hanela, Trust were an overtly politicised outfit 

attacked the French state for harbouring 
Ayatollah Khomeini, and accused the Soviet 
Union of imprisoning political dissidents in 
psychiatric hospitals. 

But two songs in particular, 'Instinct de 


Mort' and ‘Le Mrtard', caused a sensation by 
directly referencing the recently deceased 
Mesrine. 'Instinct de Mort' is a savage, scattershot 
denunciation of the policemen who killed Mesrine 
at Porte de Clignancourt on the outskirts of Paris, 
and the politicised penal system - 'kingdom of 
beatings' - used to suppress a free-thinking 
generation. 'Le Mitard'CThe Cooler') is a more 
focussed but no less bitter re-construction of 
Mesrine's life in the infamous Fleury-Merogis 
prison - “Inhuman, shrunk, without any tomorrow." 

Speaking from Pans, Bernie Bonvoisin 
believes that Trust simply reflected the energy of 
the times; “I've never been involved in a political 
party, but I've always watched the world around 
me and tried to understand it. I'm from a working- 
cl^s family and my parents gave their lives tor 
this society - that was a lesson of We." 

Back then, he knew Mesnne as an invigorating 
symbol of opposition - the live fast, die young 
dream of rock 'n' roll taken to its ultimate 

“The man was particular, his story was particular. 


That's what motivated me to write about him." 
Tod^, Bonvoisin is close friends with Mesrine's 
daughter, and still believes that the gangster 
was “a victim of his image and of the media, 
and nothing else." His view of the government 
that ordered his death is scathing: “Like many 
countries in Europe, we don’t have anything to 
be proud of in our past, France was a colonialist 
cDountry. Our memories are dirtied by shame and 
blood. Tod^, we're gonna p^ for that." 

As for Mesrine's legacy, and Trust's, Bonvoisin 
Is more equivocal. Rethinks the polil'cal energy 
that propelled them when they were young is now 
more diffuse. “For the kids tod^, Mesrine is just 
some character in a movie," he says. “They are 
angry but in a different way: they are angry alone, 
not collectively. They think more for themselves 
than for rothers, and this is a big problem. I think 
It's essential torJay to be involved in what's going 
on," he continues, “in Europe, in France, in the 
world. It's important to have a position, a place, 
an idea... The most important thing is what you 
are, not what you have." » 



LE MITARD 


YES, MADAME! 

HE TURNS, HE TURNS, IN THOUSANDS OF STEPS 
WHICH LEAD NOWHERE. 

IN A CONCRETE WORLD WITH TREES OF BARS, 
FLOWERS OF DESPAIR. 

INHUMAN, SHRUNK, WITHOUT ANY TOMORROW, 

HIS SUSTENANCE IS SLID UNDER A GRILLE IN THE GROUND 
AND THE WATER TO QUENCH HIS THIRST IN ABOWL. 

HE IS ALONE... WITHOUT SUN 
AND NO LONGER EVEN HAS HIS GWN SHADOW. 

UNFAITHFUL COMPANION, SHE'S GONE AWAY, 
REFUSING TO BE A SLAVE TO THIS LIVING DEAD-BORN. 
HE TURNS... HE TURNS. AND HE'LL ALWAYS TURN, 
UNTIL THE DAY WHEN, LIKE A WOUNDED ANIMAL, 
AFTER GIVING A SINGLE MOAN, 

HE WILL FALL TO THE GROUND AND LET HIMSELF DIE. 

FLEURY-MEROOIS... 

ONE DAY IN SEPTEMBER 1976 
WHERE I WOULD EXIST SO LITTLE 
THAT I WOULDNT EVEN BE 'NOBODV. 

MESRINE. 

FLEURY-MEROOIS... 

ONE DAY IN SEPTEMBER 1976 
WHERE I WOULD EXIST SO LITTLE. 

MESRINE. 

I SEE YOU SHED A TEAR, 

WHY ARE YOU SO SAD? 

POOR DOG! YGU SAYTO ME 
THERE IS AN ERROR. 

HE'S A MAN, MADAME, 

HE IS IMPRISONED. 


IT’S HE WHO YOUR PEERS HAVE CONDEMNED SO WELL, 
IN RENDING JUSTICE, IN THE NAME GF FREEDOM, 

FLEURY-MEROGiS... 

GNE DAYIN SEPTEMBER 1976 
WHERE I WOULD EXIST SO LITTLE 
THAT I WOULDN'T EVEN BE 'NOBODV. 
MESRINE. 

FLEURY-MEROGIS... 

GNE DAY IN SEPTEMBER 1976 
WHERE I WOULD EXIST SO LITTLE. 

MESRINE. 

I SEE YOU SHED A TEAR, 

WHY ARE YOU SO SAD? 

POOR DOG! YOU SAYTO ME 
THERE IS AN ERROR. 

HE'S A MAN, MADAME, 

HE IS IMPRISONED. 

IT'S HE WHO YOUR PEERS HAVE CONDEMNED SO WELL, 
IN RENDING JUSTICE, IN THE NAME GF FREEDOM, 
MESRINE. 

HE TURNS... HE TURNS, AND HE'LL ALWAYS TURN. 
MESRINE. 

UNTIL THE DAY WHEN, LIKE A WOUNDED ANIMAL, 
MESRINE. 

HE WILL FALL TO THE GROUND AND LET HIMSELF DIE. 
MESRINE. 



"CRACKLING WITH WIT AND WISDOM, 
IT'S THE REAL DEVIL WEARS PRADA" 


FASHION IS A RELIGION. 

THIS IS THE BIBLE. 
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THE FBI’S LIST OF PUBLIC EflEMIES IS MOPE THAN JUST 
A SEMINAL LAW ENFORCEMENT TOOL - IT’S A WINDOW INTO A 
CONSTANTLY EVOLVING SOCIETY. \OiM LEE DAVIt 


-sour THE 7!:JE "‘KE the ends 

'4EET <;OUEBODy THE ENDS " 

HERBERT HOOVER, US PRESIDENT, 1929-33 



Michael Wttlnch, Associate Protessor of History 
is new elemect: “In 1930, the Chicago Crime 
s'. Journalists, already fascinated with Chicago’s 
rn, crowning Capone 'Public Enemy Number 
ie Depression-era, was the itinerant rural bank 
jng as a sort of populist bandit; John Dillinger; 


old school criminals that remained were far more mobil 
at Brandeis University, explains the public appeal of 
Commission published a list of the city's ‘Public Enemi 
gang problem, quickly adopted the term as their t 
One'. The second archetype, which really took off in 
robber; Charles 'Pre% Boy' Floyd - memorialised in 
and Bonnie and Clyde." 

The Great Depression of the '30s saw banks foreclosing on mortgages left and right, so whe 
destitute farmers and homesteaders read reports of flamboyant robbers sticking up the very same bank 
and taunting the law with daring prison escapes - such as the surely apocryphal tale of John Dillingr 
busting out of the pint armed with a fake gun fashioned from a bar of soap - they rooted for them as 
they were latter-day Robin Hoods. 

Al Capone was patently no Robin Hood, but Dr Laura Cook Kenna Protessor of American Studie 
at Georgs Washington University, argues he was an aspirational fgure withrr 
“Coverage of Capone tended to comment on his over-the-top style of dress. You 
as mere trivia. You could also read such descriptions as reminders of Capone's tow-class, immigr 
background; or you could read about those silk suits and think, 'Now this guy... This guy knows hov, 
livel I hope someday I make it big myself and can show it off to the world just like he does." 

Dillinger eventually went down in a hail of bullets, while Capone was nabbed for tax evasion : 
passed aw^ in Alcatraz. Prohibition was repealed, the Great Depression was over and the d^s of 
guns-blazing gangster had passed. The world went to war. T~ 


Crime and criminals have alw^s fascinated the American public, from the gunslingers of the Wild West 
to the drug tsars of the '80s; from the glamour of the Mafa to the mental squalor of serial killers like Ted 
Bundy. Whether or not you subscribe to the shop-worn adage that a society gets the criminals that it 
deserves, self-reliance, rebelliousness and the thrill of the chase are central to the entrepreneurial spirit 
of America, while the extraordinary developments and dizzying pace of the American twentieth century 
created crimes and criminals that were undoubtedly shaped by their place and time. 

Since 1 906 it has been the task of the FBI to investigate and apprehend these men and women. 
Originally horn out of the need to regulate inter-state commerce, the Bureau soon became America's 
national police force, with the jurisdiction to cross city, county and state lines while pursuing its remit to 
investigate violations of Federal law (later, under the direction of J Edgar Hoover, expanded to include 
chasing down all manner of bank-robbers, bootleggers and jail breakers). Though hardly without its 
critics over the years, the FBI has had remarkable success in capturing the felons and fugitives that have 
attained the status of 'Public Enemy’ or, later, made their 'Ten Most Wanted' list: men and women who 
mirror theirtimes to an often eerie degree. 
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-u WAS A SERVOUS. DOWkHtLL FEELiHG. A MEAk 
•Vff Of ANGSl THAT ALWAYS CO¥ES OUT OF WARS. 
HUNTER S THOMPSON. HELL'S ANGELS 


Long-time FBI director and shameless publicity seeker J Edgar Hoover conceived of the Ten Most 
Wanted list in 1950. The first men to make the list were as muchaproduct of their times as the gangsters 
ol the ’30s had been. 

Many soldiers who returned from World War II bought into the new prosperity touted by Madison 
kvenue and enjoyed the easy living of suburban life. Others, however, didn't re-assimilate quite so well, 
tspite such colourful characters as disguise-wearing thief Wille ‘The Actor’ Sutton and Frank 
Sprenz - who made his getaw^s in a helicopter - the reports on the first Top Ten tell of twilight lives 
lived in cheap rooming houses, and of brutal, drunken arguments in seamy neon rat-traps straight out 
a James Ellroy novel. In his book Hoover's FBI: The Men and the Myth, former FBI agent William 
Turner accused the Bureau of creating public enemies from an ‘arr% of cheap thugs, barroom knifers, 
psychopathic rapists, wife-beaters and alcoholic stick-up men’ to deflect attention aw% from what Turner 
f saw as the true menace to sodety - organised crime. 

Whatever the reasons behind Hoover’s refusal to acknowledge organised crime - and the idea that 
e Mob were blackmailing him over his sexuality rcannot be entirely discounted - the farct remains that 
ere were no Mafia figures on the Most Wanted list until the late ’70s. Dary Matera, ex-crime reporter 
and author of books on Dillinger and the FBI, offers a more prosaic possibility: “The FBI’s Top Ten list is 
designed to track down wanted felons on the lam. Organised crime figures are highly provincial and rarely 
n bercausethey have no power, connections, or income outside thesmall but luorativeterritones they rule." 



■VE'VE GOT THE BEGI’r.'^NGS HERE OF AN OUTRIGHT REVOLUIION. 


WARREN P KNOWLES. GOVERNOR OF WISCONSIN, 1965-71 


If the ’50s was a period of readjustment in America then the ’60s demanded wholesale change. The 
Most Wanted list still found room for throwbacks like John William Clouser - the 'Rorida Fox’ who 
was described as a ‘braggart, Mama’s boy and sadist’, and wanted for the seemingly bizarre crime of 
kidnapping two Florida theatre managers. Then there was murderous transvestite Leslie Dougias Ashiey, 
who was picked up while working the carnival circuit as Bobo the Qown. But in sucha politically charged 
period it was inevitable that activists and revolufionaries were the main targets. “The FBI’s Ten Most 
Wanted list has, unfortunately, been highly politicised over the years," bemoans Matera “It too often 
reflects the political ideologies of the administration in power. This was especially true in the ’60s when 
the list was stocked with anti-war demonstrators, Black Fbwer rebels and anti-government student 
groups like The Weather Underground." 

These were different kinds of fugitives, with a good deal more moral stamina than the crooks the 
FBI were used to. This led to some heavier tactircs on the Bureau’s part - which often backfired. “The 
FBI was viewed as a bunch of square, terribly un-hip government jackboots, narcs and snitches who 
were out of tune with the youth of the day," continues Matera “Some of those listed, like Black Panther 
Angela Davis, became heroes to a large percentage of the population. Being on ‘The Man’s’ hit-list was 
a badge of honour." 

Rhodri Jeffreys- Jones, Professor of American History at Edinburgh University, and author of The FBI: A 






. A REAL DARk HiGHT OF THE SOUL. - 
'HREE O'CLOCK 'fORIi’'HS OAT I 

F SCOTT FITZGERALD. THE CRACK UP 


With Hoover's death in 1 672 coinciding wrth the release of pop-culture leviathan Ths Godialher, one 
might imagine that the Mob would at last be on the agenda, but atthough the FBI now acknowledged the 
Bistenoeof organised crime, without the strength of Hoover's personality behind them, it would be years 
before they began to make inroads into the Mafia. 

The Bureau's most notable cases during ths '70s and early '80s could, perhaps, be said to centre on 
serial killers. ChristopherWilder, for example, was a high-living professbna) racing driver who went on a 
kill-crazy rampage over sight states before being shot dead by a New Hampshire state trooper who had 
recognised him from a Most Wanted poster. Ted Bundy murdered at least 30 women and twice escaped 
from prison between 1 674 and 1 678, and was eventually executed in 1 986 after being apprehended 
while on the list. In an interviewgrven the night before his death, Bundy said, “There are loose in the towns 
and their icommunitiss people like metod%, whose dangerous impuisesare being fuelled d^ in, day out, 
by vblence in the media... particularly sexual violence." 

Dr Cook Kenna - who specialises in crime and the media - has long pondered whether the media 
could in any w^ be to blame for such terrible crimes. “M%be the question is not so much whether media 
vblence shaped a particular generation of killers but, rather, how mass media shape our perceptions 
of violence," she s^s. “In the US, this almost paranoid vision of criminals lurking everywhere resonated 
particularly well with IhegrowingsensibiUylhal threatening forces were at work in myriad areas of life." 

But Bundy was all loo real... “H's not that serial killers weren't actually out there doing heinous things," 
she agrees, “but I'msuggesting that ths particular ways that '70s Americans understood serial killers and 
their crimes were shaped by their understanding of what kind of world they lived in, one where threats 
were increasingly insidious and abundant." 


THEY ARE AFTER OUR OF LIFE. 

AND WE HAVF TO DEAL WITH THEI' " 

COHDQLEEZZA RICE. US SECRETARY OF STATE. 2005-09 


While the War on Drugs' that reached its peak in the '80s and '60s was a huge - if only intermitlently 
successful - operation, H rather tell into the purview of the Drug Entoroement Administration. This period 
instead saw the FBI very much involved in combating other enemies, both domestic and foreign. ‘The 
libera) democral'c Biil Clinton era saw a rash of conservative rebels hit the list," notes Dary Matera ‘Anti- 
abortbnists, separatisls, white supremacists and their ilk were now Most Wanted." 

Terrorism was also very high on the agenda, with Abdelbaset Ali Mohmed Al Megrahi making the list 
in 1 965 for the bombing of an American airplane over Lockerbie; while Ramzi Yousef - nephew of 6/1 1 
mastermind Khalid Sheikh Mohammed - was listed for the 1 963 World Trade Center bombing. Both 
were subsequently caught and sentenced. 

The FBI has not atw^s md with such success when it comes to terrorist activity. As Professor 
Jeffreys- Jones explains, “Federal investigations into 9/1 1 were critical of the FBI's performance against 
terrorism. They charged that the Bureau had not kept abreast of terrorist escalation. Sinrce then, federal 
enquiries, reforms and legislal’on have demanded that the FBI step up its Intelligence performance, and 
the Bureau has diverted resourtas to that area." 

Thisis the legacy cjf the controversial Patriot Act, passed inOctober 2001, which many claim violates 
the Fourth Amendment to the Bill of Rights. It gives the FBI much greater authority to gather intelligence 
in pretty much any manner that it sees fit. With such resources, why bother with, s^, a Most Wanted 
picture of Osama Bin Laden - on the list since 1 999 for the bombing of US Embassies in Tanzania and 
the Yemen - in every Post Office in America? “Over the years, the public have responded to the Ten 
Most Wanted list, submitting information that led to arrests," says Jeflreys-Jones.'Conoervably, this could 
happen in the case of Bin Laden." 

‘The criminals that populated the Most Wanted list have always mirrored society," says Matera. 
‘From the bank robbers of the '30s to the anti-war radicals of the '60s; from the drug kingpins of the 
'80s and '90s to the terrorists of today, nearly 500 of those criminals have been sought since the 
list's inceptbn in 1950. Of those, more than 460 have been located." And for all the mistakes and 
misdeeds that have attended it, Matera has no doubt as to ths list's overall efficacy. ‘For more than 
a half century," he says, “the FBI's Ten Most Wanted list has served as one of the strongest law 
enforcement toots evi 
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THE DESERT 
OF Ti^ REAL 


FOLLOWING THE RELEASE OF JFji IN 1991, 
NORMAN MAILER NOTED THAT FILM HAD 
THE POWER TO MAKE ‘NEW HISTORY’. WITH 
MULTIPLEXES OVERRUN THIS SUMMER BY 
STORIES BORROWING FROM THE REAL LIVES 
OF JACQUES MESRINE AND COCO CHANEL, 
PHILLIP K DICK, IGGY POP. BENAZIR BHUTTO 
AND JOHN DILLINGER, WE ASK ONE SIMPLE 
QUESTION: WHAT COUNTS FOR TRUTH IN 
CINEMA? WORDS BY KINGSLEY MARSHALL 


Following the recent success of Milk and Frost/Nixon, the popularity 
of the lilmed bioprc with both producers and audiences shows no sign of 
abating, with over 30 movies in production based on the lives of real people. 
This IS far from a recent development, however, with representations of 
real life having long fed the insatiable fires of Hollywood. In the course 
ot his research fora book on history and celebrity, the critic George Custon 
observed a commonality across over a hundred fim biographies that had 
been shot between 1927 and 1 960. In every single example, the lives 
being portr^ed on the screen featured narratives that charted triumph over 
adversity. Whether this adversity was contrived from childhood trauma, 
personal relationships, substance abuse, economic difficulties or a conquest 
of bigotry, each of the films he boked at - whose subjects included everyone 
from Joan of Arc to Al Jolson - hinged the development, achievement and 
decline of their protagonist to one event; a singularity of history. 

In his study of historiical film, Mark Carnes noted that “Hollywood history 
sparkles because it Is so historically ambiguous, so devoid of tedious 
complexity." That's an observation as true to Deiisnce. Daniel Craig's recent 
portrayal of Jewish resistance in the eastern provinces of Pbland during 
World War II, as it is to Stephen Soderbergh's epic double header Che . As 
Mamie Hughes-Warrington observed: “Mainstream film is characterised as 
offering a closed, completed and simple past" History has to be simplified, 
with familar themes and happy endings utilised in order to re-cast multi- 
faceted lives into an easily digested narrative. 


This codification has the power to disseminate enl'rely new myths of figures 
and events some distance from history and, perhaps more surprisingly, 
serve to reconstruct their subjects' identity entirely. This is the point where 
the private and public lives of celebrities cross-potlinate, and fife and 
performance blur. On the release of 8 Mile, in which Eminem played rapper 
B-Rabbit, the press leapt at the film as autobiography. Representation had T" 


becomB intBrchangeablB wrth reality. This understanding has been 
cemented by that verftable stamp of cinemal'c authenticity, the Academy 
Awards, drawn to the biopic year after year like moths to a flame - from 
Sissy Soacek ’s Loretta Lynn in Coal Miner's Dsuofifer to Joaquin PhoeniK 
as Johnny Cash in Walk the Line and, more recently, Marion Cottilaid as 
Edith Piaf in La Vie En Rose . 

Sam Riley 's performance as Joy Diyision's Ian Curtis in Control 
epitomised the importance of this peroekred authenticity to audiences. 
The overcooked black-and-white cinerratography was intended to reflect 
both the period and the spirit of the band, while the music within the 
film was notably played by the actors rather than referring to original 
recordings. Despite all of this, the band's Stephen Morris commented 
to the WiWEafter the film's premiere that “none of it's true, really." 

“The great thing about a biography is that you can't escape the 
facts," explains Nick Moran, who brought the story of British record 
producer Joe Meekf rst to the stage, and has adapted the work to the 
screen in the recently released Telstar . The history of our country is fuli 
of amazing stones from incredible characters. So many truly great British 
movies tend to be biographies, from Lawrence of Arabia to Elizabeth. 
that I think fiction should be a last resort for us - let the Americans do 
that, they're great at making stuff up." 

The film charts Meek's descent from his revolutionary work in the 
recording studio to the tragic decline of drug addiction and paranoia that 
eventually resulted in the murder of his landlady, Violet Shenton, and his 
own suidde. “The best w^ to pbk Joe's lifeapart was through the work," 
Moran explains, detailing the process of writing the script. “I like to think 
we got close to what happened in the last moments of Joe and Violet's 
life. Obviously no one really knows what happened, but we had the facts, 
the state of mind, and we know the conclusion. If you go through the 
songs it becomes clear what was going on in his iife and in his head, 
especially if you look at what was going on in the world outside the flat. 
His character seemed to permeate every aspect of his life, and his 
homosaruality was something that informed his every decision. The Meek 
story is totally unique, stranger than fictbn, and hasallof those timeless 
themes of Shakespearean tragedy; love, loss and the fall of a king." 








A similarly spic journsy is charted in Frosl/Nixon. Ron Howard, no 
stranger to historical flm having directed Apollo 13 . brought the historical 
legacy of Richard Nixon frmlv back into the realms of popular culture, 
much as David Frost’s televised interviews - on which Peter Morgan's 
stags production and adapted screenplay were based - had dons on 
their initial broadcast 30 years earlier. As with Gus Van Sant's Milk, 
which leapt from contemporaneous footage from the '70s to Sean Penn’s 
portrayal of the titular character, Howard's flm outlines the complex 
relationship with past and present very early by blending historical record 
with speculative conjecture in its opening few minutes, with f otional 
footage mixed in with documentary and news archive together with audio 
recordings taken from the original White House taping system. David 
Edelstein noted in an article for New York Magazine that Morgan’s script 
elevated the interviews into “a momentous event in the history of politics 
and media," and Howard's film worked hard to embellish the events with 
lines of diamatic dialogue which both ramped up the tension and the very 
significance of the interviews themselves. 

An entirely fictional scene, where Nixon telephones Frost in the middle 
of the night, was crucial in its foreshadowing of Nixon's admissions in the final 
interview. The scene had a sense of truth, seeded from the many late night 
telephone calls Nixon made during his career, but the call sat uncomfortably 
in the film as a whole. It borrowed its confused, dutch-angled aesthetic from 
Oliver Stone 's earSer btopio, Nixon, and the conversation served to reinforce 
the cinematic reality of Nimn, making the suggestion that he was dependent 
on drink and drugs, while raising doubts about his memory and integrity. 
George Custon has suggested that the biopic serves as an accessible 
version of history, satisfying an audience's desire for “a loose code of realism", 
and that films which rercount historical events make an assertion of truth, an 


assertion that has the power to become embodied in popular culture. This 
vision of Nixon - crazed and irrational rather than thoroughly ratbnal and 
acfng criminally - is elevated and concrefsed by Frost/Nixon. 

In astrangeslipof its own self-referentiality, Sam Rockwell , who plays 
Frost advisor Jim Reston (on whose book both play and film were loosely 
based) observes in the closing scene that television simplifies, and flm 
simpllies even further, and suggests that the many failings of Frost's original 
interviews would not only be forgotten, but cease to exist Much to the 
despair of historians, film has taken the piace of folklore, noting that the 
shared experience of the past represented in cinema is constantly in flux 
and, more often than not, sits in opposition to history. 

Stone's account in Nixon attempted to exempt itself from the critical 
scrutiny which had been applied to JFK, inserting a disclaimer in the titles 
that the film makes 'an attempt to understand the truth based on numerous 
public sources and on an incomplete historical record', making much of 
the missing minutes of the Whitehouse tapes. Jean-Frani;xjis Richet does 
the same in Mesrine, each part of which open with a simple title that 
acknowledges, ‘All films are part fiction. No film roan faithfully reproduce 
the complexify of a human life. To each his own point of view.' 

Yet the great danger of the historical film is perhaps best expressed 
by the master of the form. In an interview with Newsweek, James Cameron 
stated his hope for Titanic : “Whatever we make will become the truth, the 
visual reality that a generation will accept." 9 
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Pedro Almodovar is a filmmaker 
oflwD halves: crealorof buriesque, 
super-camp, riotously broad- 
humoured farce (Women onihe 
Vferee ofa Neruous BregftdoiLn') . 

versus the deeply sympathetic 
(melo)diamatist of stylishly dark 
emotional mysteries (Mninrinr and 
BodEducoticnl . Yet his films seem 
to resonate most powerfully when 
he hits on the alchemic ccatcoction 
of these two tones, as in Talk 7b Her 
artd AII About Mv Mother . 

Alter watching his latest, Brolten 
&nbraces . it's no surprise to hear 
it was originally inspired by a 
series of migraines Almodovar had 
been suffering. The product of a 
fractured, fevered filmic imagination 
it certainly is. Following an excellent 
opening scene in which blind 
screenwriter Harry Caine (Uurs 
Homar) enjojsamid-moming trjst 
with an obliging young aranger he 
pioked up off the street, the viewer 
is danced across a network of 
forking narrative paths and qrun 
through a kaleidoscope of glittering 
cinematic references (including 
more than a few ^ossy nods to the 
director's own back catalogue). 


In a premise recalling that of 
Bod Educadon, Caine - a noirish 
pseudor^rn adopted after the 
myaerious axident which left him 
blind and caused him to renounce 
his former identity as filmmaker 
Mateo Blanco - is prompted into 
Hitcfcockian reflection on his 
personal biography by a visit from 
the shifty-looking X (Rub4n 
Ochaixliano) (also, unsurprisingly, 
not his teal name; it's all as 
ridiculous as it sounds), who 
wants to make a film with him 
about the recently deceased 
business mogul, Emeao Martel. 

Caine's flashback lakes us to 
Pen41ope Cruz, the javelin Breten 
Embraces' Seriously cpuleni crown, 
who also operates urder multiple 
monikers; by day as Lena, Martel's 
humble fA, struggling to pay for her 
elderiy father's spiralling medical 
bQls; by night as Swetine, call-girl 
and aspiring actress. Later, after 
succumbing to Martel's infatuation 
with her and moving in with him, 
she achieves her ambition (and 
gainsa few mote aspects), when 
Mateo casts her as the lead in his 
nav movie, Girts & Suitcases. A te- 


envisicning of Almodovar's own 
Women on the WrgeofaNervous 
BmoteJoum, it offers welcome 
cameos to some of his oldest stars, 
like Chus Lampreaw, and brings 
his now textbook film-within-a- 
fifrn trope to new heights of sdf- 
consciousness. 

Cruz's cipher-Bke role sees her 
fast becoming Almoddvar's faithful, 
glossy-coated lapdog, tather than 
respected muse. Though here, 
at least, his fixation shifts from the 
cleavage and padded derriere 
of V'oluer 's Sophia Loren homa^, 
to Cruz's chameleon visage. While 
making for exquisite reflections of 
silver screen stats from Audrey to 
Marilyn, this leaves Cruz little meat 
to grasp in her rote, and the viewer 
at a loss as to where to pool their 
emotions despite the tragic twists 
of the multiple narratives (to reveal 
too much of which would spoil 
Almodbvar's game). Tyiin^y, one 
of the most moving - and visually 
dazzling - moments in the film is an 
irrage of an ageing, blind filmmaker 
fondling a giant display of old, 
pixellated black and white celluloid. 

A paean to classic cinerta aM 


filmnaking ilsetf, Brofen Embraces 
will keep your average dneaste and 
ardent Almoddvarite entertained 
playing spot-the-refetence. Yet 
somehow misangboth thebtash 
vitality and emotional generosity 
of his best work, it ultimately begs 
a reassessment of Pauline Kael's 
famous description of Almodovar 
as 'Gocfeid with a hunan face'. 

Tb his and his editor's credit, it all 
holds together extremely dickly 
where it would have ended up 
a splattered mess in less expert 
hands. Part of the problem Is just 
how well it all hangs together, 
though. Like an daborately woven 
cobweb, it's a marvd but so full of 
holes tlat it's all too easily swept 
from the memory. Sophie Ivan 
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The winner of the Directing 
and Excellence in Qnemalography 
awards at the 2009 Sundance 
Film Festival, Sin Nombre is a 
fesdnating fusion of road movie, 
gan^ier epic and tragic Icve story 
Written and directed by Cary 
Fukuna^, this visually vibrant 
debut reflects the filmmaker's 
firsthand etperiences with Central 
American immigrants seeking 
the often -tainted promise of new 
Bves and fresh opportunities in 
the United States. 

Sayra (Paulina Gaitan), 
a teenager living in Honduras, 
hungers for a brighter future. 

A reunion with her estranged father 
gives Sayra her only teal option 
- emigrating from her home to 
Mexico, and then making the 
perilous journey on to the US, 
\tdiete her lather has settled with 
a new family Meanwhile, Casper 
(Edgar Flores) is a young adult living 
in Tbpachula, Mexico, aryl facing 
an uncertain future A member of 
the ultra-violent Mara Salvatrucha 
brotherhood, he fas just inducted 


anew recruit, 12-year-Qld Smiley 
(Kristian Ferrer), who undergoes 
a rou^ initiation. When a conflict 
between Casper and fearsome 
Matalynchpin LD' Mago (T^och 
HiKrta) erupts, an abiding feud 
is set in motion. 

Meanwhile, Sayra and her 
tdatives marH^ to cross over into 
hfexico, joining countless other 
immigrants waiting at the Tbpachub 
train yards. When a States-bound 
Sei^t train arrives, they successfully 
clamber atop, as does Lfl' Mago, 
who has commandeered Casper 
and Smiley to carry out vicJent 
robberies on the alteatfy desperate 
and afraid human cargo. As 
daybreaks, Ul' Mago makes his 
mcve and Casper in turn makes 
a fateful dedaon to ravigate the 
psycholcgical gauntlet of his violent 
adstence and the physical one of 
the unforgiving Mara. Sayra allies 
herself with him as the train journeys 
through the Mexican countryside 
towards the hope of new Bves. 

Executive produced by the 
poaer boy pair of Di^o Lura and 


Gael Garcia Bernal for Canana - 
their production outfit deagned to 
Ibaer emerging Mexican talent and 
films dealing with Latin American 
issues - Sin Nombre directly 
evolved from Cary Fukunaga's 
2004 ViaortiFamChino . A multi- 
award winning short about a 
truckload of immigrants who were 
found abandoned arxl suffocated 
in Victoria, Tfexas, the producticn 
led to extensive research and fresh 
insights into the Central American 
ade of immigraticn. 

Working with a tight-knit 
crew, including Sao Paulobom 
cinematographer Adriano 
Goldnan, Fukunaga travelled to 
Chiapas and Tbpachula, ftoico, 
and met with gang members - 
distinguished by their striking 
body art - who were involved 
in the immigrant smuggling 
trade. The result is a breathless, 
uncompromising and ftecjuentty 
gruelBng acccxuit of the desperate 
strug^e for survival, andasobering 
portrait of the seemingfy endless 
cycle of poverty, violence and 


retribulion that thrives in the 
tanks of the underclass. 

Mildly evocative of classk: 
lovers-on-the-run dramas such as 
Days of Heouen (in Sin Nombre, 
the wonders of the natural world 
similarly provide a fleeting respite 
from sufferingand hardship), the 
fiim also itKorpotates the kinetic 
power of Alejandro Gonzalez 
Ifidrritu's Amores Pemos and the 
topicaBty of the GuiBermo Atriaga- 
scripted TTte Three Burials of 
Mrlnninrtgc Estrada , as well as Amat 
Escalante's thus fat Bttle seen Los 
Bastardcs . Jason Wood 
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Here is a true space oddity: 
a low-key, Brilish-lunded sci-fi 
thriller produced by Sting's wife 
and directed by David Bowie's 
son. Having taken professional 
cover behind his mother's maiden 
name, Duncan Jones (christened 
Zowie Bowie) has earned his shot 
at featuie filmmaking via a splashy 
career in advertising, where he 
directed a kung-fu lesbian spot 
for French Connection vhich, 
improbably, was every bit as 
good as it sounds. 

Mocn is a thoughtful but 
imperfect alternative to the brain- 
dead blockbusters that dominate 
the summer. With an aesthetic 
borrowed from Dan Q'Bartnon 's 
'used future', Jones conjures 
the ghosts - both literal and 
metaphorical - of Tbtkovsly's Sbloris 
(orperhaps Sottetbetgh's glossier 
version) in the story of a mining 
contractor whose three-year stint 
on tfe moon is taring an end 

Sam BeD (Sam Rockwell) is 
an employee of Lunar Industries, 
a conglomerate that controls the 


extraction of ore from the surface 
of the moon to fulfil the earth's 
energy needs. This is a asnvindng 
landscape of industrial machinery, 
sweat and loneliness - a knowing 
reaction to the shiny surfaces 
of 200J . Indeed, Sam'sonly 
companion is a computer, GEBTY 
(Kevin Spacey), whcsedispasaonate 
voice is both famfliar and sinisier. 

And yet Moon is full of 
misdirection. In an atmospheric 
first act, Jones effectively rums 
our familiarily with sd-fi archetypes 
to his advantage as the autSence 
struggles to decode the film's 
signals. Should we be expecting 
the techno-fear of 2(X)J 7 The 
ET intruder of ABen ? The space 
psychosis of Sunshine This 
paranoid guessing game induces 
a creeping sense of cabin fever 
tfat mirrors Sam's own descent 
into apparent madness, as a 
series of haludnalions ieads 
him to question his sanity. 

Jones IMS achieved a lot with 
very little. Clearly made on a 
shoestring. Moon is nevertheless 


full of ambiticm. Thoughit would 
have been easier (and che^er) 
to confine the action to Sam's 
quartets, there are numerous 
excursions to the surface. And 
though the special effeds ate more 
Spoceballs than StorWirs. Gary 
Shaw's photography provides 
a high-class finish, while Jonra' 
glos^ direction betrays the eariy 
influence of Tbny Scott, 

If arching, the craters in this 
particular Mocn area result of 
Nathan Parker's screenplay rather 
than any technical or financial 
limitations. A twist at the halfway 
mark reveals the dark secret 
behind Lunar Industries' corporate 
phDcsophy, but as the threat to Sam 
shifts fiomhissanity to his life, the 
film loses its interior, psychologita] 
menace, and repfaces it with an 
external threat that is too remote 
to sustain the dramatic tension, 
Parker is also guilty of some 
logical gaffes (Sam's halludmlions 
are a vision of somdtoci' he could 
never have met) and pedestrian 
resolutions. The latter stages of the 


film are benign and airless, failing 
to provide either a serious critique 
of a corporation unhitched from 
itsrtnral bearing, or a dramatic 
narrative with sufficient punch. 

As ever, Sam Rockwell is an 
engaging presertce, here balancing 
his trademark charm with a haunted 
alter ego. But Kevin Spacey is a 
duff choice as GERTY, a piece of 
stunt casting that only serves to 
detract from the hermetic isolation 
of the rest of the film. Hollywood 
has seeped in through the airlock, 
but this is a defiantly British film. 

It's one we can be proud of- in 
moderation. Matt Bochenski 
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lb be truly engaging, romantic 
comedies musi iread a fine line 
between schmalEy melodrama 
and acerbic sarcasm; something 
that very few manage successfully. 
And although writepdiiector Max 
Mayer 's first film since 19Q8'sbesl 
forgotten Better lAiing doesn't fall 
heavily on either side, it certainly 
dipsa toeortuAi in the stream of 
sentimentality. 

FoDowing the death cf his father, 
Adam (Hu^ Dancy) altenpts to 
carry on as normal in the Nfanhattan 
apartment he shared with his 
dad. This is made mote difficult 
by the fact that Adam suffers from 
Asperger's syndrome, and the 
pragmatic way in wfiich he handles 
his emotions often alienates those 
arourxl him. When he meets new 
nei^bourBeth (Rose Byrne), 




This uninspiring French 
dramady embraces clichS at 
every turn, relying on simplisric 
humour, obvious emotional cues 
and performances straight out of 
Albert Square to tell its story 
R4mi Bezan9on's film offers a 
peek uito the lives of a dysfuncticfiai 
bourgeois family unit that 
counteracts much of the gxxl work 
dorte by The Royal Tmmhnrmi and, 
more recently, Amaud De^lechin's 
wonderfo] A Christmas Tale . We open 
on a s:ene in vhich eldest son Alben 
ffHo Marmai) puts <fown the Duval 
family dog, resulting in a period of 
gtoup mourning He then decides 
to move uito fds own ffat, much 
to the chagrin ofhis mother, the 



however, Adam feels an instant 
connection and the pair embark 
on a tentative friendsh ip that 
blossoms into love. But as Adam 
altempts to bear the wei^t of his 
new feelings while tiying to find a 
job and win the ^proval of Beth's 
parents, their relationship comes 
under threat from the realities of 
everytfay life. 

Mayer's scieenpfay coukJ easily 
fave wandered into Movie of the 
\\feek territory; there's rx3thingso 
transparently worthy as portt^ing 
someone who is for whatever 
reason, a soda! midir - let alone 
one who earns the sympalhies 


and understanding of a so-called 
'normal' person. FortuiMtely, 

Mnm never lakes the path of empty 
sentiment, thanks largely to the 
arength of its two leads. Dancy 
arxl Byrne have ertough charm, 
grace and charisma to keep the 
nartative ircving ^ac^ and in the 
ri^t direction. 

Praise, especially, should 
go to Dancy for his unaffected 
performance as Adam, a man 
suffering from a condition that is 
still misundeistood. He never allows 
his cfHiacter to turn into a victim, 
and although 90-odd minutes is not 
neatly long enough to ecploie the 


many emotfonal and p^chological 
facets of Asperger's, his portrayal 
is straightforward enough that 
Adam lemainsthe focus of the film, 
rather than a mere sympathetic 
bystander. Nikki Baughan 
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scatteibrained Marie-Jearme (Zabou 
Breitman). Younger sister Fletrr 
(Deborah Francois) and younger 
brother Raphael (Marc-Andr4 
Gtondin) ate already fi^bng over 
who gets his loom, while laid-back 
patriarch Robert (Jacques Gamblin) 
smokes his dgatettes and decides to 
truck on with his He as a taxi driver. 

The film is then qjlit imo five 
ch^ters, each concentrating on 
a critical moment in the life of a 
family member: Albert's new life 
away from the brood; Fleur's sexual 


disillusionment; Raphael's interest 
in the air guitar; Marie-Jeanne's 
discovery of her daughter's secret 
Bfe; and Albert's health troubles. 

Admittedly, there ate a few nice 
touches that mostly occur during 
the moments of quiet contemplation 
which bookend the stretches of 
hysterical soap opera. But on the 
down side, this strudure simpty 
allows Bezan^on (who also wrote the 
film) to sweep any texture, subtlety 
and deeper refleclion aside in favour 
of concentrating cxi the big, meaty 


events, leaving us with a portrait cf a 
famDy who only appear to eg)erience 
extreme arxl extreme lows. The 
bottom Brie is that life can be harsh, 
but dealing with tragecfy will make 
you stronger. A heanening outlook, 
but ha tdly original Alan Mack 

MiDpaton. Qiiirky FmchensEmble comsdBs 
are always mrtbaloik © 

Obglaality? (fai? 0 
lo Retrospect Db POP. luabob.© 






on 


rnsniD Bf Dtf^uiu 

FiTii uc'UiSiBS^ 


In an age when cinem a has 
become increasingly homogenised, 
it's a rare thing indeed to find a 
film that feels quile unlike anything 
that has come before. While 
Rumba certainly displays a number 
of influences - from the physical 
comedy of Jacques Thti to the 
colourful aesthetic of Anefie - it is 
a wonderfully strange and unique 
movie that infabits a little world 
of its own. 

The film's principle directors, 
Dominique Abel arxl Fiona Gotdon, 
lake the lead roles as tvwo teacheis 
at a country school who harbour 
a deep love for each other and for 
Latin dance. Champions on the 
dance circuit, their existence is dcse 
to perfection. Bui after clashing 
theircar inan attempt to avoid a 
suicidal pedestrian, their lives take 



a turn for the wotse. Befote long, 
cruel fate and the machinations of 
an unjust universe fave unravelled 
ihe world in which they live. Will 
they ever rediscover paradise? 

Rumba throws the audience 
into a universe in which dialogue 
is, by and large, redundant. This 
is a film lhal celebrates the joy 
of physicality. from the central 
characters' love of dance to 
innumerable set pieces tfHl are a joy 
to behold. One scene in particular, 
in whkh the proiagonisis change 
into their darting gear whDe driving 
their car. stands alongside some of 
the best physical comedy seen in 


cinemas for quite some time. And 
yet. in amongst the tone of optimism 
and wonderment that permeates 
the film, thete's a deliciously ttork 
edge to proceeding that stops it 
drowning in mawkishness. 

There is also something 
affecting about its personal nature. 
The fact that Abel and Gotdon 
(a real life couple) play characters 
named Fiona and Dom suggests 
a connection to the material that 
adds an extra level of fasciralion. 

The cinemalogtaphyis also top- 
notch. with a riot of colours that 
slowly turns darker as the simtion 
for our heroes becomes grimmer. 


Indeed, it'seasy tofotget that 
cinema is primarily a visual language 
in which the simplest glance can 
convey a whole world of emotions 
From the moments of btavura 
comedy to the ti^tly plotted series 
of coincidences. Rumba is a 
reminder of just how powerful a 
medium it can be. Laurence Boyce 
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He made Nicole Kidman cry. He made Bjbrk hide in the woods and eat 
her costume. He wanted John C Reiily to kili a donkey. Now Lars von Trier 
is suffering. 

After winning Cannes' Technicai Prize for his debut, The Element of 
Crime, winning the third-place Jury Prize for Europe, the second-place 
Grand Jury Prize for Breaking The Waves, and the goid-medal Palme 
d'Or for Dancer in the Dark, fhe Danish provocateur unleashed his holly 
anticipated tenth film on fhe world’s biggesf film festival. 

And he got battered. Having watched Willem Dafoe and Chartoffe 
Gainsbourg go through hardcore sex, bloordy epculation,soissor-ori:umoision, 
strangulation and -most shocking of all -alalking fox, some aghast reviewers 
began bleating out one-star reviews while others attacked von Trier to hsface 
at the press conference. 

LWLies sRsdown with von Trier in slighfly calmer surroundings. We're 
under the sun af the famous Hotel Du Cap, tucked on the seafront outside 
the madnessof Cannes. As ever, Lars is gentle, friendly, funny and disarmingly 
open. But he grips fhe arms of his chair gently as we ask about the reaction 
to Antichrist. “Any reactions are, cdI course, good," he says, eyes oast down. 
‘But I have felt a hostility that I didn't expect It's not pleasant when people 
don't like the things you do. You know, you come to your mrather with a little 
drawing, she says, 'That's wonderful)' It means she loves you." 

It's funny that von Trier should menl'on his mother. Women in his films — 
from Kirsten Olesen in Medea to Bryce Dallas Howard in Manderta/- have 
suffered lovingly and at agonising length. But no one, arguably, has been 
forced fo gofhrough the grinder quite like Gainsbourg. Even Bjbrk didn't 
have to frig herself off against a tree. ‘I think it was quite hard for Charlofte, 
actually," nods von Trier. ‘She is a very shy person, but this was a decision 
she made when she read the script. A decision to be there and go all the 
way. Again, I've been gifted with a very good actress." 

How, exactly, does he find these women? “Well,she was the first one to 
say 'yes'l" smiles von Trier, warmly. “We approached Eva Green and I think 
she wanted to do it, but heragentsdefinitely didn't. We wasted two months 
on this. It was ridiculous. I was so mad, because you can’t wait two months. 
And then Charlotte came in and saved everything. It was fantastic." 

Ask the filmmaker about the scenes of exfreme harshness fhal had 
audiences audibly ciying out during screenings and he has a simple defence. 
‘I think whatever you can imagine, you can shoot," he says. “Otherwise the 
medium wouldn't make any sense, if there were limitations to it. If you can 
fhink some perversity or cruelty, yes, it's possible to shoot it." 


Even a talking fox? ‘No, but it's more complicated than that," explains 
von Trier. ‘The fox comes from these shamanic journeys that I did. You can 
do them without drugs and without getting on a plane. You have this drum 
beat that takes you into this parallel woKd. And there I talked to this fox and 
it demanded to have a line. So, what can I do?" 

We're not arguing. Since anointing himself ‘von’ at film school, the Dane 
fas spent hiseye-poppiig oeuvre attempting a literal rewrite of the cinematic 
rulebook. He’s the mischievous master of world cinema: radical (the Dogme 
manifesto); ronic (pickng Ron Howard's daughter as his latest violated heroine 
r Manderlay), dazzing (100 cameras to capture Dancer in the Dark's musical 
showstoppers); fearlessly experimental (swapping sets fora Brechlian chalk 
floor-plan in Dogvitle), and oontraiy(letlrig a computer direct The Boss of it Alt). 

Von Trier drove everyone crazy along the way. Including himself. Severe 
depression knocked him for six shortly after flnishing - of all fhings - his 
comedy. The Boss of it All, H left the Dane unsure if he woud e/er makeaflim 
again. More than anything. Antichrist is a deeply expressionist realisalon of 
von Trier's own dark psychological journey. The source behind if and all the 
words that those two ofaracters use are from my own ei^erienoe," he reveals. 

Does he think there's away out of the wotods? ‘If f here's away out.." he 
ponders, before trailing off. ‘Of course, fhal is what is very important: to try to 
trick yourself and s^ fhere's a vray ouf. But I’ve been frying since I was six to 
find a way out. The only thing I can say to people is, ‘Don't be afraid to take 
pills'." He laughs. ‘Yeah. Because I had four very good years on medication. 
Very good years. But then it stops working, unfortunately." 

No wonder von Trier believes this is his most important film. Not lor you. 
For him. ‘I'm not referring lo an audience. I'm just referring lo fhe fact lhat 
I madeafikn without any fear. I wasn't afraid of making it kitsch and bad taste 
and poFitically incorrect. I think because of Ihis Ihing, Ihis mental thing, this 
breakdown I had, rt was not Important. I suddenly had a freer access to some 
of the things that I’ve experienced before." 

Is Anfi'chnstthe cure? ‘No, Idon't think so," he admits, again gripping the 
chair-arms slightly. ‘I don't think so. It was very helpful for me. I had lo start 
working, to do something." Moviemaking as therapy? ‘Yes, because it's 
almost a religious experience. It's like when you put these things together, 
the images and the sound, and suddenly things work. It's a fantastic feeling. 
H's sex, a lillle bil," Or like being God? ‘Yeah, I can be Godl" he laughs. 
‘And in Ihis universe. I'm not afraid." 

A full Iranscript will be available online In the week of the film’s release. 




The first words that appear on 
screen? 'Lais too Tber'. The ikxi? 
'Annchrist'. The big^l misiake you 
can make with Denmaik's bad-boy 
auteur is taking him too serious^. 
Because he's joking. Even when he's 
deadly serious. Is Antichrist a joke? 
No. And yes. Label it audacious 
on-scteen catharsis; tte worst-date 
movie eter; and von Ther at his 
most vulnerable. Written wf^n 
the S3-year-old was bedridden by 
depression, Antichrist can only really 
be called shock tterapy. 

His 'honor' film (although 
it baiely fits that genre) begins 
in captivating beauty. Lensed 
in do-mo by DoP Anthony Dod 
Mantle in gleaming black-and-white 
to Handd's 'LasdaCh'ic Pianga' 
(translation: 'Leave rtte to vteep o\er 
my cruel fate'), Antichrist's prologue 
sees a couple having passicnate 
set as the snow tumbles outside. In 
another room, tfeir two-year-old 
son falls to his death from an open 
window, landing in the street bdow 
like a broken srx3w angel. 


Alreatfy, won THer is messing 
with us. The stunning imageiy 
runs way too close to art-school 
pretension for it to be anything 
other than deliberate. Wfe flash to 
colour and real-time; the woman 
((Lhariotte (Sainsboutg) crumpled 
with grief; ker therapist husband 
(Willem Dafoe) taking her to an 
isolated cabin in a forest called 
Eden. Given that vonTrierbreaks 
up his movie with chapter heading 
like 'Pain', 'Oief and 'Despair', 
you get tke feeling that recuperaticsi 
iai't exactly on the cards. 

Sure enough, after a 
measured, masterfully paced 
fiist 4S minutes Gainsbouig 
r^idly goes mental - along with the 
movie itself. Glimpsed briefly 
in statuette foim in the prologue, 
a deer, a crow and a fox all provide 
grisly portends of what's to come. 
"Chaos reigns' growls the Fox. 

Yes, it's a talking f<»i. Cko figure. 
Scenes d beauty continue to 
surface - from Dafoe's incredible- 
looking face in dose-up, to 


Gainsbouig willing heisetf to blend 
inlo the grass - before von TVier 
finally spins over the top arvd 
down the other side. fYycho-horror 
goes body-horror goes torture- 
pom. How bad does it get? The 
bludgeoning of an erect penis. 

A hand-job foDowed by blood- 
spunking. Female genitals scissored 
in graphic dose-up. A man's leg 
impaled then filled with awheel. 

"Nature is Satan's church," 
spits the woman. But whatever von 
Trier has to s^ about nature, sex, 
women, religbn or anything else 
gets lost in his vidently provocative 
images. 'fJe get no answers fran the 
oddball coda. By now. Antichrist has 
revealed itself as anti-evetything 
anti-commerdal, anti-critical, anti- 
horror, anti-arthouse. 

But it's hard to think of another 
filmmaker who's feverisMy 
attempted to express his own 
psychological traumas with such 
outrageous abandon. Qhos reigns, 
indeed, as the mysterious violence 
of human nature destroys Dafoe's 


naive attempts to calmty reason 
throu^ his wife's distress writh 
psychobabble. 

The S3-year-dd Danish auteur 
calls it "the most imponant film 
of my career." Boweiful, daring and 
fractured, if Antichrisi is the most 
serious deadpan joke ever told, it's a 
setf-deprecating oik too. it's thrilling 
to see that von Trier's vicious sense 
of mischief, his moviemaking skiD 
andhis desire to smash limits and 
expectatksns aD remain undimmed 
However you swallow it, this 
bizarre, f^terical melodrama is 
impossible to ignore. And the vision 
of iron Trier atting in bed writing 
it is impossible to resia. Jonathan 
Crocker 

Anlcipalon Vo [1 Trier Joes 
Blit tlietiallerlaelieti dill. O 

EiDymetit TIte trailer leltoiittlie talking fcx, 
tin liardcaie sex and tin brcumcisien. O 

In Relrispect Craiy but irresistible, [^nflrms vin 
Trier as the nnd maslsr-irrpofmldclmrraO 




Ursula Meier has achieved a 
remarkable feal with Home , her 
feature debut. Not only las she 
scooped the star povter of Isabelle 
Hupperl in the lead, she actually 
gels her glacial Gallic leading 
bdy to smile for a few scenes. 

And it's rx3l just the casting that's 
a novelty (even if the initially cheery 
Hifljpert does unravel into almost 
obBgalory neurotic meltdown); 
HcmeisaforerBic, quasi-surrealisi 
but unfailingly entertaining 
estaminalion of contemporary 
Wfesiem family c^mamics. 

Huppert's Marlhe lives blissfully 
with her husband Michel (played 
with great sensiliviiy by Daidetmes 
regular Olivier Gourmet) and 
three children in a remote house, 
surrounded by empty fields but 
pitched ominously beside the 
dead-end of a motorway. They 
play hockey togelher. eat together, 
lau^ (a Btile manically) together 
and, being French, unabashedly 
vkander around naked and bathe 
tocher. The cbustrophobic, 
unsustainable nature of this 


doseness is thrown into stark 
relief when the long-threatened 
ettenaon of the local 'autotoute' 
arrives, literally, on their doorstep, 
along with all theaccompar^ing 
detritus and pollution of urban 
progress. 

InitiaDy. the family attempts 
to muddle through r^ardless of 
the hi^-speed traffic now cutting 
through their exiaence. resulting 
in a wealth of playful, startling 
images Eldest daughter Justine 
(Adelaide Leroux) continues her 
sole occupation of sunbathing in 
Btile more than bower-bools on 
the nevtf y exposed front lawn; 
meanvthile her younger siblings 
totter to school over ne\tf y laid 
tatmac, negDiialing traffic and 
aicl^ surfaces in tAfelfinglon boots 
resembHnga pair of baby storks 

The fiBn's strength, and 
its charm, lies in how the 
themes ecplored - fear of 
change, alomisatiai of family, 
contemporary (man-made) 
neurosK. the irresisiible tide of 
urbanisation - are thoroughly 


and lovingly enwrapped in humour 
and imagery. Not only that, but 
Meier and her co-writers shore up 
the progresavely dark 
Ballardian vtsionwithacasl of 
entirely beHevable. sympathetic 
characiets. Marion (Madeleine 
Budd), for example, as the geel^" 
middle child - ill-at-ease with her 
body and in the shadow of her 
ejihibilionisl older aster - sets 
about transmitting her obsessive 
preoccifl3alion with the health 
implications d this motor-invasion 
to Julien (Kacey Mottel Klein), 
her baby brother and human 
guinea pig. Marion enlists JuBen to 
sample the grass for pollutants and 
helpfully circles spots on hh back 
vdiich she diagnoses as matkers of 
lead poisoning. 

Home is filled with touches 
Bke these, giving it the air of a 
walchable. idio^cralic family 
drama, rather than the ccJd, 
cerebral eseroise it might have 
become in another filmmaker's 
hands, like last year's exceBent but 
more forbidding Priuate Property. 


vdiich also slatted Huppert, a 
pinhde focus on the family home 
and its immediate surroundings 
creates all the suffocation and 
distorted sense of perspective of a 
great stage tragedy. Yet Meier spins 
it off on a more surrealist bent - 
certainly owing a debt to the Bkes 
of David Lynch and some great 
French forbears, including Jacques 
'Ibti, making Home ripe ground for 
metaphors: about the road (Meier 
describes it as 'a road movie in 
reverse'), fleeing the nest and the 
post-lapsarian state of modem Bfe, 
to name a few. Pretty nifty fora first 
feature, then. Sophie Ivan 

AntlDpaton. TIk preseiice of Icy anstocracy 
In the fcrir of Isahelle Hupiiait ttemanda our 
atffintlon O 

Enjtpet Visually liMhe. darkly comic, 
siifHih^ acffid- there's no cateh when it comes 
isUeler'sfirstllm O 

lo RatraspBCt Prep^ iirthlsone to he rattling 
around tl« piey matter long alter leaving the 
cinema. Anaiiffiur is borp O 



The story that acaimpanles the 
making of ICntnl'm Vnivn is almosi as 
remarkable as ihe film ilself. A Ibimer 
fine an sluden! wfvDse Sonic Caiering 
Band, formed with various friends 
from Reading loured ihrou^out 
Europe, fteier Strickland became 
fascinaied by drema alter viewing 
David LyiKh's Emserhead . Honing 
his skills at Reading's amateur 
Progress Theatre ard working aotcss 
various disciplines, Strickland's 
ambition to write and direct his 
own feature came to fruition when 
his unde died, leaving him a small 
inheritaiKe Assembling a skeleton 
crew, Strickland set off on wIhi 
would become an intense and often 
precipitous labour of love. 

Shot on location in Ttan^lvana 
over a four-year period for under 
1 30,000, Strickland then undertook 
ejthaustive efforts to raise interest 
in an 82-minute rough cut that he 
touted around numerous European 
festivals. Despite his efforts, there 
wasn't a flicker of interest until 
Romanian producer Oana Giutgiu 
- who had rejected another script 


idea that Strickland had pitched 
her -asked to see thescreener. 
Recognising the raw but obvious 
intensity, Giutgiu persuaded 
her husband, Hidor Giutgiu of 
Bucharest's Libra Film, to boaid 
the project as a co-ptoducer. 
Subsequent to significant sound, 
ccJour and editing refinements 
made in post-production, Kdiolin 
Votgahad its premiere at the Berlin 
Film Festival ISmOTths later. 

Banished by her husband 
and her village after an incideni in 
her past is revealed, Katalin \&rga 
(HDda P^ter) is left with no other 
choice than to set out on a quest 
to firel the teal father of her son, 
Orban. TbkingOtban with her 
urvleranotherpretence, Katalin 
travels through the Carpathians 
wtere she decides to reopen a 
sinister chepter from her past and 
take revenge. This quest leads her to 
a place she prayed she would never 
set fool in again. 

There is nothing particularly 
origifHl about Sirickbnd's plot, 
which has its tools in the road and 


revenge movie genres. There are 
even - arguably - paralds with 
notorious '80s 'video nasty' I Soil 
On Xmr Gmue (now considered, 
somevktial spuriously, to teve 
feminist overtones). The director 
cites more hi^brow touchstones 
in Nieht of the Hunier and Sergei 
Parajanov's .Sbirintps of our Rireotten 
Ancestors . Indeed, one of the first 
things that sets Katalin \^a apart 
is its ambiguity lowaids the assailant 
its proiagonisi ftnalty confronts. 
Btfllianlly pottr^ed by Tibor Palffy 
(allegedly cast because Strickland 
liked his moustache), what is 
revealed is a changed and gentle 
man, openly r^retfulofhispasl 
condua. This three-dimensional 
portrait fas caused consteimtion 
in some quartets, but in presenting 
a point of view alternative to that of 
the victim, Stricklarel has achieved 
an audacious maaerstroke. 

Making superlative use of 
his locations and mindful of 
cameranan MarkGyori'sassertion 
that he'd have to be totally 
incompetent not to make a film 


that was beautiful to look at given 
his surroundings, Strickland's 
admiration for Lynch is perhaps 
moa evident in the striking use 
of sound and music, qualities 
for which the film vron a Berlin 
Silver Bear. Working intuitively 
and often making little diainclion 
between music and sound ttesign 
(alot of son^ feature but are 
mixed in such a way as to sound 
like field recordings), Strickland 
and composers Steven Stapleton 
and Geoff Cox ensure tfal the 
film is as remarkable to Baen to as 
it is to view. This is a potent and 
powerful work, and Strickland is 
undeniably one of the discoveries 
of the year. Jason Wood 

AntcipatDH.Aflni that cc ires wlthafasditatlti^ 
back-stoiy - and the Beitiii Rlir Festival 
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Juvenile, hyperactive, 
obstreperous and obnoxious - 
there can be no misiaking xitio's 
responable for ihts ma:ho re-make 
of John Sargent 's 1974 thriDet. 

John Travdta retreads tte 
tired bad gi^ persona he artopted 
in Bioften Artour. Rtce'Off ’arvi 
Sujonjfish as Ryder, a disaffected 
New Yorker \.rho hijacks a subway 
carrage and demands a $ 10 million 
ransom. Denzel Washington is 
transport official Walter Garber, 

'just a gi^onlla other end of the 
mic', and the man assigned 
to handle the crisis. 

Couched in the language of 
terrorism and unscrupulous bankets, 
there are sevetal strong ideas in 
Brian Helgeland'ssoeenpl^ (how 
a political machine te^onds to 
disaster; Garber's murlq' past), but 


none of them really go anywhere. 
Arv3 when your plot pivots on the 
stock market plummeting below 
12,000 poinls, you know your film 
has been embarrassingly outpaced 
by teal life. 

Perhaps that's vkhy Tbny 
Scott shoots everything in nausea- 
inducing blur-o-vision- he's seated 
tfHt if you're actually able to focus 
on the details, the whole film will 
disappear down a giant plot hole. 
So Scott's agratute style is tamped 
upbyafeclorof 10, uruD you feel 
like you're having your eyeballs 
lortutedby a Satanic sadist. 

This is a tense, talky drama 
shot by a man xkhese films only 
know how to shout, it's almost 
as if the 65-year-old director is 
desperate to prove he can stiD kick 
it with the Ctunft generatiOT. But 


vJiete a film like Cronfe embraces 
an authenticaDy edgy style of 
videt^ame-era modernism, Pelham 
is wedded to an old-fashioned 
machismo and ersatz grit. 

What's strange is that both 
%shingtcn and TVa/olta - vkho 
are both as bad as they've ever 
been - have made better versions 
of this film before; Washin0on 
in John O : Tkavolta in Mad City . 
Those were filrrs that tried to 
say something teal about the 
dehumanising effects of the 
modem metropolis, and the 
cynical manipulations cf the 
media or politicians. In Pelham, 
cynicism Dows from the filmmaker, 
\tho, in a final freeze-frame, offers 
us a vision of heroism for hite that 
endorses the very f^pocri^ Garber 
puiports to oppose. 


Alter Man on Fire. Dad Vu 
and now this, it's time for Denzel 
\^hshington to unhitch himself 
from Scott before he does any 
mote damage to his reputation 
as an authentic A-list movie star. 
The fiDe of their next project doesn't 
bode well, houever. It's about a 
freight train speeding out of control. 
It's called t/nsioppable . Matt 
Bochenskl 
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"The Film Directing Programme at Central Film School provides filmmalcers with 
a great opportunity to learn what directing drama is really about." 

Spike Jonze 

(Being John Malkovich, Adaptation, Where the Wild Things Are] 




Writer/director Courtney 
Hunt has been quielfy critical of 
the mainstream film industry's 
^amorisalion of blue<ollar 
America We need only recall the 
ball-buslin& cleavage-wielding 
antics of Erin Btocfeouich to see wt^. 
In her timely debut feature, Frozen 
Riuer, Hunt puts her money where 
her nxiuth is, and muddies the filmic 
romance of American poverty with 
an arctic, washed out cin^a uerite. 

The film b^ins with Eddy 

(Melissa Leo), a gambling addict 
vtho has been abandoned by her 
husband, finding herself destitute and 
unable to feed her two sons While 
nying to track down her absent 
spouse she encounters LOaLittlewolf 
(Msty Upham), a young Native 
American woman vAo introduces 
her to a crimiral underworid of 


smugging immigrants from Canada 
ajoss a frceen expanse of the St 
Lawrence river within the Mohawk 
reservation. Unsurprisingly, the 
stakes are as high as the financial 
rewards that fuel R^'s desperate 
involvement, and it isn't long before 
Ray and Lila's plans go awry. 

Frozen Riuer scooped the 
Grand Jury Prize at Sundance in 
2008, where jury member Quentin 
Tbrantino excitedly described the 
film as "a wcnderlul depiction of 
America." His praise was echoed 
at the Independent Spirit Awards, 
which acknowledged the film's 
importance with a Best Female 
Lead win for Leo, and a Best Fiist 
Screenplay gong for Hunt. Ttat this 
low-bud^t indie has garnered such 
critical attention -cat^ultingLeo 
from relative obscurity to dazzling 


limelight in the process -is no 
surprise, but it ironically embodies 
the very rcmance of the American 
Dream that the film so successfully 
interrogates. 

And one can't help but wonder 
how crucial the timing of Frozen 
Riuer has been to its success. 
Certainly, the particufer resonance 
the film has had for audiences across 
the ^obe cannot be separated 
from a timely concurrence writh 
America's economic mdidown. This 
was a historic moment in which the 
escapia gloss of an ErinBroctouich 
would have seemed miqdaced. 
Unlike the ffewiess outline of Julia 
Roberts in her prime, the face of 
Mdissa Leo's Ray is a fabric on 
which iBtdship, disappointment 
and tenacity have weaved their 
brutal contours. 


Yet it seems reductive and 
ungenerous to consign the film's 
power to serendipity alone, or to 
limil its scope to an unflinching 
exposition of breadline pover^. 
Frozen Riuer is also a taut, 
suspertseful thriDer, a troublingof 
borders both cultural and rational, 
and testament to the virtues 
of communion, empathy arxl 
compasaon. Emma Paterson 

AntcipatiDii Tin ilailt lura of last year's 
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Proliflc nimmaker and master of 
ihe macabie, Jos6 Mojica Marins, 
has directed across numerous 
genres ihioughoul his etMuslive 
career but truly came into his 
element with honor. The acioc' 
writer/direaor sin^e-handedly 
created a brand new sub-genre in 
his native Brazil with a weiid and 
wonderful concoction of Gothic 
honor, expressionism, surrealism 
and bloody barbarism. 

With a peisonal life that's just 
as strange as his nxcvies, Marins 
became something of a sensation 
during the '60s (he had his own 
TV show, comic book and shampoo, 
released a samba album, was 
thrown in jail and ran for congress 
in 1982 with the slogan, 'A strange 
man for strange tuns'). With his 
1964 cult classic. AiMkiniehirii 


TbfceK)urSoul . Marins introduced 
the world to his most famous 
creation, Cbffin Joe, an evil 
gravedigger hdl-bent on finding 
a suitable female to bear him a 
son. A Coffin Joe seqi^l appeared 
soon after in the form of This Nieht 
I Will Possess four Cbrose in 1967, 
and now, some 40 years later, the 
belated Ooffin Joe trilogy is brou^t 
to a dcse with the final instalment, 
Embotfment OfEmi. 

After serving a four-decade 
tenn for kidnapping, torture and 
murder. Coffin Joe (played by 
Marins himself) is released back 
into civilisation, and with the aid 
of a new assemblage of helpers 
andhis faithful servant Bruno (Rui 
Resende), Joe resums his quest 
to find the perfect mother for his 
unborn child While haunted by 


ghstly visions of those he hs killed 
in the past. Coffin Joe must also 
battle a new enerry back on the 
streets of Saof^ulo. And this time, 
the crazed killer may finally have 
met his match. 

Desaibing the exact 
working of Marins' film is 
tiltimately futfle, thou^ it's safe 
to say that torture, mutilation and 
cannibalism fuel the brutal arv3 
bizarre Embodiment OfEuD, with 
the director unleashing his unique 
brand of faHudnatory horror 
complete with striking visuals, 
Nietzschean phflcsophy and female 

Of course, it's all in a d^'s 
workfor Marins, who fas been 
titillaling fans with his radical style 
for decades, though nextcomers 
may fir*d the disying arxl graphic 


spectadea little too much to 
stomach. Dedicated fdlovusrs 
of the director's work will relish 
this relatively lavish onscreen 
insanity, while there's little doubt 
that Embodiment OfEtiif provides 
a gckandsatidyingcondusion to 
the CoBin Joe trilogy counesy of 
a true idiosyncratic visionary Lee 
Griffiths 

AntcipatDd l(s iKCfia long, king wait for tin 
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‘She was shrewd, chic and on the cutting edge. The clothes she created 
changed the way women looked and how they looked at themselves.' So 

Chanel exhibition at the Metropolitan Museum of Modern Art in 2( 
“She certainly was an independent, professional woman. She 


Chafiel, explains: “Coco was 
I woman. She created a style 

(te ol Irving that was important 


questionable. Fontaine's film focuses largely upon the time Coco spent as 
a courtesan in the home ol miltionaire playboy Etienne Balsan. After a tailed 
career attempting a sister act in cabaret, Coco found little more than lluti 
in her pockets and arrived unannounced and uninvited at Balsan's manor, 
making herself very much at home. Leeching oft his wealth, his connections 
and his wardrobe, the cheeky minx paid her dues by allowing him to collapse 
drunkenly upon her after parties, or by singing to his guests as they giggled 
and whooped. Even after he packed her bags, frogmarched her to a horse 
and carriage and sent heron herw^, she pulled the reigns, jumped out and 
ran back into the house. Without the fatherly compassion of Balsan, Coco's 
destiny would have taken a lot longer to fulfil. If only it were so simple for 
modern day women to feeoe a wealthy older man. Oh, wait... 

With trademark Galic resistamce, Fontaine argues, “Shewas a courtesan, 
a poor girl who used the weapons that she had in front of her to achieve her 
goal. She had no moral problem with that; it was a need for survival. She 
was an autodidact and cunning, and she knew how to use men to serve her 
ends." But the point still remains that Coco was largely dependent on the 
kindness of men tofurther herself in Irte, and the ideathat she freed women 
from more than just their corsets is a little blurry-edged. 


ptios might say that Capel 
U.OOOS onarms iixe me resi oi ner maie companions, but Capel 
a self-made man who only wanted to give Coco the same opj 
invent herself that he had. Alessandro Nivola, who plays Capel 
says: “From a practical point of view. Boy Capel was the one v, 
her become a liberated woman, and without his money she v 
been forced to marry some rich guy if she was going to try and 


marrying eitner oi yoi 
isr. She's had dalliance 
iDed that this millionaire 


rview given to The Washington Fhst, Andrew Bolton, curator of a 


a Nazi collaborator. But that's another story... 









If you're looking for a glitzy 
moniage-infused movie of handbags 
andgladrags, then walk away now. 
This is not the story of Mademoisdle 
Chanel, but the story of Coco. And 
the two are very different indeed 
As a motherless child, 

Gabrielle 'Coco' Chanel (Audrey 
Thutou) lived in an orphanage 
with her sister Adrienne. Convinced 
that their father would ce»ne to 
visit, sIk scoured the groups of 
patents arriving at weekends, 
turning forlornly away when he 
failed to appear. Her heart, broken 
by the first man to feature in her 
life, was put in cold storage - 
never to be thawed 

Throughout her research, 
director Anne Fontaine foraged 
through copious amounts of 
material, determined to stay 


as true to Coco as possible. It's 
clear from the outset that she's 
succeeded in tapping into the 
wilful spirit of the little lady with 
the huge personality. There's an 
undeniable bc«-ofiice benefit in 
choosing Audrey Thutou in the 
lead, but as time passes, Tautou 
morphs into the MademoiseDe. 
Gone is the doll-faced cterm of 
her previous roles, repbced by 
a harder, tougher actress. Her 
make-tg) free comjdexion and 
unpkicked eyebrows endow her 
with a cold, icy countenaiKe And 
yet naughtiness stfll darces in the 
centre of her black eyes - the lethal 
combination that was Coco to a tee. 

Constantly trying to break 
free fran constraints. Coco is 
filmed in ti^t shots, echoing the 
oppressive nature of the society 


arxl surroundings that just didn't 
suit her. But oh, to live in an age of 
horse-tiding picnicking and running 
blindfolded through mansions 
gigging all vtfiile looking pretty. In 
one Idling scene. Coco rips open a 
li^t, ccsistraining corset, declaring 
that women need room to breathe - 
the birth of her motto on life. 

The beauty of Fontaine's film is 
the way in which she tells her tale 
of Coco, bridging the bits we know 
arri love with the bits we know 
nothing about; we find out how she 
became 'Coco'; from where the little 
black dress took its inspiration; how 
she stumbled across tweed; arxl 
when the first harxlbag came to life. 

Lovely though this all is, if 
Fontaine snipped avtay a good 
40 minutes, then so much the 
berier. Between the grubby d^ 


of Coco's youth, to ife suited chic 
dggie-smoking days in her Paris 
bourfciir, it's hard to recollect what 
actually happens - but it's most 
definitely tedious 

Banning as the touching lale 
of an orphan shackled by poverty yet 
dejermined to leave the provinces 
for Paris, this is an epic story tfat 
gradually develr^ into a beautiful 
ard beguiling fxynage to the first 
lady of fashicn. Monisha Rajesh 

AntcipatiDiiTjiere are so many tlms and 
documaniareaon this vra man, Iwt the re must 
be a reason. O 
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In Retrospect long, but an honest warm and 
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There is no sound, apart perhaps 
from ihe distinctive chime of 
the cuckoo ciock. that evokes 
Switzerland quite like a yodel - 
the ululating reverberation of the 
human voice apinst Alpine mture 
that sets the hiDs alive with the 
sound of music. for those uho 
dismiss the yodel as an obsolete 
andossified cultural font!, atong 
comes Stefan Schwietert's Echoes 
Of Home to show that tfere's new 
life being breathed into this ancient 
brand of singing 

Instead of presenting a stu^ 
musicological history Schwietert 
fbllous three singers who, in their 
different wa>5, adapt tte yodelling 
tradition to express their own sense 
of individual identity. As a child, 
Christian Zehnder used to believe 


tlHt yoddling was “just awful" , but 
now sees it as a non-verbal way to 
communkate who he is and where 
he comes from - even if he Kkes 
nixing it ig) with jazz intonations 
andTbvan throat singing to create 
af^btid idiolect that resonates 
wih his own personality. 

Bom in the US to Swiss 
parents, Erika Studq' incorporates 
yodening, along with all manner 
of other cultural influences, into 
her bilingual, multimedia 
perfoimance art, in part as an 
attempt to reconcDe the exuberari 
American and conservative Swiss 
that she claims are at conaant 
war within her. 

Noldi Alder was born in 
AppenzeDerland, the rural heartland 
of yodelling, to a multi-generational 


family of renowned singeis, but 
if he, with his haunting 'Zauerli' 

(or slow plaints), comes closest 
of the three singeis to the essence 
of yodelling his breaches with 
tradition have slili created palpable 
frictions with his father. 

By letting these musical 
innovators speak (and sing) for 
themselves, and by filming them 
in both mountainscapes and more 
modern performance spaces, 
Schwietert shows a nation ifat is, 
for all its historical toots, multi- 
faceted and ever-changing, so that 
something as primal as a yodel 
can also be truty modem. Their 
performances are inteicut wrilhfUe 
footage, home videos and family 
photos, creatinga marmeredlilm 
^guage that, like the music it 


dooumenls, links the present to 
the past in a series of echoes. 

The only fault here is budgetary. 
Just as the Swiss mountains require 
a big, echoing voice to fill them, 
they also demand a wide lens to 
capture tf^irscale-but the digital 
equipment used here is simply no 
match for these larxlscapes, all 
but ruining several potentially 
sublime scenes with artifacting 
and distortion. Anton Bitel 

iflGlpjliDn Aytdellift; triptych? 'bIkalHiit 
piche.O 

EiDymetit Scuohs picat but deseives Q Itck 
better.© 

In REtTDspait Uitiveical truths about identity 
ere successfully located in the parochial. © 





MID-AUGUST 

LUNCH 


As single joke movies go. this 
droll, happy-go-lucky miniature 
from wriler/director/aclor Gianni 
Di Gregorio is easily one of the 
better ones. The joke is an oldie 
but a goodie, essentially suggesting 
that we mature from children to 
adulthood until, inourtwilighi 
years, those ingrained impulses 
from our fonnative years return 
to see us ihrou^ to rteath. 

Di Gregorio makes for 
a charming lead as Giovanni, a 
good-natured though directionless 
middle-aged man who enjoys 
a tipple vt^ienever he can get one. 
He lives with and tends to his 
bdoved, liver-spoi rtoppled mother 
in theirpokey apartment in Rome, 



exploiting his tragic situation in 
order to get out of paying rent. 
He is one day confronted by the 
superintendent, who offeis him 
a proposition; if Giovanni will 
watch over his mother for the mid- 
August Ferragosto hoBday, then he 
would be wiDing to overtook those 
long-due p^rnents. 

Giovanni accepts Then he's 
saddled with an extra aunt. And 
then the doctor arnves and 
someone needs to look after his 
mother loo. From then on it's 
vinuaDy a babjsilling movie, albeit 


an amusing and lively one, with 
Giovanni charged with cooking 
meals, putting the women to bed. 
lending to their dietary and medical 
needs as well as lifling them out of 
their sporadic strops 

It's a difficult film to dislike, but 
there is a nagging feeBng llul it could 
have been even better. Di Gregorio's 
choice to pl^ for lau^s and have 
his own chara;ieras a broadly 
comedic eye-rolBng overseer means 
that there's no moment of realisation 
or emotional p^-off, however 
subtle, to suggest iIhi thisejqrerience 


has affected him at alt The direction, 
too, is a little erratic, with some 
shots beautifully framed and Bt, and 
others very murt^ and needlessly 
ambBng. Alan Mack 

AnlcIpafonWouttBSa^alit Ray Award at 
lastyaar's London Flm ftsoval, If that moans 
anything to you. O 

EiDymeot Voiy sweet indeed. Provides mild 
giggles a-plenty. O 

In Relrospect A little too light end luse for 
IQ wn good. O 


AM 1 BLACK 
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"Fm not telling you who Mrs 
Jones is' winks 'TOssoulstar BQfy 
f^ul "Cossheain'imy wife.' 
Perched in the back of his limo, 
the bespectacled, basebaB c^- 
weating pensioner is referring to 
'Me and Mrs Jones', the adultery- 
themed debut single that rocketed 
him to staittom in 1972. But when 
RiDadelphia International Records 
insisted on 'Ami Black Enou^ For 
You?' asalbllow-iflu, the backlash 
was immediate 

Why? WeB, Swedish director 
Goran Olsson never really explains. 
Chasing after Paul as he tours Brazil 
and Paris with his managerAvife 
Blanche, there are discussions of 
racism, and we're repeatedly told 
wlHt a 'careet-kBBng' mistake the 
single was. Except it wasn't. Sure, 



he's rx3 household name but feul 
stiB accrued a vast coBection of hits, 
while his continued performarKcs to 
this d^ prove that he remains very 
much in demand. Even a chat with 
Kenny Gamble, the author of many 
of Paul's lop tracks, feilslo enlighten. 

Based car a mudcfy argument it 
maybe, but Olsson's documentary 
marages some rock-out moments 
anyway. Paul is a ^rightly, cheel^ 
channer, shamelessly stripping 
off layers in the heal of a musical 


moment, whDe wife Blanche is a hoot, 
testing h^-hop hats on her grizzled 
hubby like a fussy mother hen. 
Visially it's top dollar, too - Olsson 
matching Paul's husl^ crooning to 
moody urban landscapes. 

But the direaor can't resist 
jamming the breaks whenever faul 
lakes up a mic, turning his opus into 
a Bve greatest hits recording that 
totally sacrifices pacing Sterne, 
because faul is worth more - his 
past encounters wtilh drugs and the 


KKK are grazed in song-supporting 
montages, but Olsson is reticent 
about grilling for the goods. Sex 
black enough? Mm-hmm. Brave 
enough? Not quite. Josh Winning 

AnfjcIpalDo, A liticuireiitaiy sbuiit the tiiiife wlu 
sang 'Uc and Uis Janes'? Ceuld be pd €) 

Eioyment Tbat'sa pret^ nat^ set of pipes. @ 

In Refrispect Tbe oldfella's still get it butyeu'll 
wish yen knew nvre abent bm. O 






INGLOURIOUS 

BASTEROS 




Inglolirious Bastards starts 
with the best scene Thranlino has 
written since Dennis Hopper told 
Christopher Walken he's an egg-plant 
in Thte Romance . Whisking volatile 
comedy with powderkeg violence, 
it's as good as it gets. And it iKver 
gets that good again. 

Unfolding in Gentian, French 
and English, the terrific opening 
sees the villainous 'Jew Hunter', 
Colonel Hans Landa (Christoph 
Waltz), murder a Jewish family 
hiding in a French farm. But one 
gitl (M41anie Laurent) escapes, 
growing up to run a Paris oinema 
where she hatches a plot to kill Hitler 
and the Reich's top brass when they 
attend a movie premiere. 

What we have here, then, 
is QT gleefully harnessing film's 
power to rewrite history. Meanwhile, 
Mchael Fas^ender'sBritish agent 
(a film critic by training) getsordeis 
fiom an unrecognisable Mike Myers 
to hoc* up with German actress- 
cum-qiy Diare Kruger to take out 


Hitler himself. Once again, it's 
tough-grrls who are the real 
heroes in QT's world of violent 
men. And Kruger provides the 
ttademark foot fetishism 
So where, exactly, are the 
Basteids in all this? Well, quite. 
After Brad Pitt's redneck half- 
Apache leader Aldo Raine 
demands his squad of Jewish- 
American soldiers each bring 
him 100 Nazi scalps, they 
barely feature. After fearsome 
introduaions, infemous Nazi-kDling 
German Til Schwager doeai't say 
a wo rd in the film, and blankety- 
blank EB Roth leaves you wishing 
they'd cast a proper actor as the 
infamous 'Bear Jew?. Woody 
Allen would've been good 
QT's war opus is topped and 
taOed by shocking massacres, but in 
between, the violence erupts only 
in short, bloody blasts. The devil 
is in the dialogue. Tbrantino'sbest 
action set-pieces are all verbal: the 
fetmhouse scene, a tavern drinking 


^me in which an SS officer grows 
su^icious of Fassbender's German 
accent, and, baacally, every lime 
Landa opens his mouth. 

Nothing in the entire movie is as 
funny, frightening or sophisticated 
as Christoph Waltz's unforgettable 
perfoimance. All silken menace 
veiling sodopalhic derangement, 
he's full of tiny intricacies that don't 
come from the script - whether 
carefully undoing the fastenings on 
a notebook, or eating apple strudel 
("Ah, ah! Wait for ze cream..."). 

TYouble is, the rest of Bosiends 
dra^ on and on and on. Over the 
last decade, Thrantino's movies 
have become less frequent and 
more indulgent. Now it's got to 
the point where he repeats long 
dialc^e scenes until you're tired 
of hearing peofde talk, hglourious 
Basterds ran very bags' at its Cannes 
cut of two hours and 41 minutes. It's 
no exaggeration to say that an hour 
could have been hacked away like 
aNaziscalp. 


Tbrantino has been wrestling 
with the script for more than a 
decade andhestOf haat'l nailed it. 
He even hauls in Samuel L Jackson 
to interject several voiceover- 
interludes when he runs out of 
ideas for how to tell the story. 

By the bizarre, blazing sado- 
massacre of a finale, QT has let 
loose completely: flashes of dne- 
genius curdle with crude, aazy 
juvenility, although ii doesn't stop 
this being his most purely enjoyable 
film since Kill Bill: Vol. 1 . The 
barara-chinrted supergeek hirrsdf 
obviously Htes it - just wait for the 
last Brie. Jonathan Crocker 

AticipiliDn. []T be Md wlthaiH oftlie 
mst paiiitiilepisoiles in bisbiiv? O 

EnjiifraEt Amailng wfieneverttie Jew Hiinter Is 
en screen. Walt, is this mcvia still running? O 

In Rstraspect Tea long and tee fullcf itsall, but 
sawd by one genius performance and some hot 
flasbes cd classic QT diakigue. O 






Inspired by the stories of her 
Brazilian grandfather lhal Qaiie 
Denis heard as a chDd, 3? Shots 
of Rum is the film that the director 
claims to have always wanted to 
make. An attempt to interpret the 
man who raised her mother alone, 
the film began to take greater 
shape after Denis attended an Ozu 
season with her mother in fbris aM 
tecc^ised in the Japanese master's 
work the unique articulation of 
feelings among family members, 
both present and absent. The result 
of these endeavours is a film that 
stands comfortably alon^ide 1999's 
Runri ThoryTtl as one of Denis' 
greatest achievements. 

A father, Lionel (Ale* Descas) 
and dau^ter, Josephine (Man 
Diop), live lovingly together in a grey 
apanment buOding in a drab suburb 
of Fbris. "Rvo neighbours frequentfy 
intrude - one has tomannc designs 
on the father, the other (impossibly 
handsome Denis tegular GrSgoire 
Colin), has eyes for the young 


daughter. Attain driver on Fbris' 
rapid-ttansil tail network, Lionel has 
been raising Jos^hine alone ever 
since she was a little girl 'Though the 
lebrement of a fellow driver provides 
a fleenng distracdon, Btllebylitne 
Lionel b^irts to realise lhal life is 
passing by and that ite time to leave 
each other is pethaps approaching. 

A former assistant to Jacques 
Rivetie Wim Wendets and Jim 
Jarmusch, vho las since her 1988 
debut with Chocoloi established 
herself as one of the greatest 
voices in contemporary French 
cinema, Denis delicately captures 
ihereassuring waves of Lionel and 
Josephine's everyday lives and 
beaudfully depicts the subtle shifts in 
their delicately entwined refedons. 
The sense lhal father and daughter 
have outgrown each other is 
revealed in inorements, with the film 
buOding to an agonisin^y poignant 
corvckjsion foDcwing an escuision 
to Lubeck; the final resting place of 
Josephine's mother. 


Tbking its title from an old 
Caribbean drinking legend, 35 
ShotsofRum is steadfast in its 
refusal to lapse into sentimenialily. 
The cenital relationship aside, this 
is neier clearer than when Denis 
is dealing wdth the retirement of 
Lionel's co-worker, Rene (JuHeth 
Mats Tbussaint). Unable to ar^st to 
a life without the bonhomie of vrotk, 
and finding himself robbed of the 
comfort of ritual, the man lakes his 
own life, commitdng suicide on the 
t tacks that for so long provided him 
withhisliving. 

Ale* Descas is mesmeric in the 
sixth film that he and Denis have 
made logeJher. Expressingemolion 
with a subdued, silent and yet 
unfaDing iniensily, Destas is also by 
lums fragile and resolute. The film 
begins with Lionel and his daughter 
reunited in their flat toother after a 
dayof vwjtk. Theindmacy between 
ihe pair is such lhal it appears as if 
they are a couple. Descas' great skill 
is to subtly exercise the paternal link 


and dispel this initial ambiguity 
The coDaboradve thread is 
present elsewhere. A treat to look 
at, the film's crisp, winter visuals 
and flowing camerawork are 
courtesy of Denis' regular 
cinematographer, Agnes Godard. 
Condnuing a reladonship lhal goes 
back to 1996's Ninette etBoni. 
the simple but extremely effective 
score is courtesy of Stuart Staples 
ofTindersdcks. As eierwdlh Denis, 
the uai of music is exempfeiy. An 
exhilarating sequence in which 
Lionel enjoys a ronandc dance to 
'Night Shift' by The Commodores 
servds genuine shivers down the 
spine Jason Wood 

AntcipatiDti Tin filtns of Clairs Denis are 
always teantlfiilly realiaetl. O 

EriDymerit Establisliesan Intense fasclnatnnfor 
Its diaraoters that it never fcr a secontl loses. @ 

In Relrospect Perhaitsthe [iinnscleofan 
estimahle anti consistent^ stliriilatlng career. @ 




‘You're as young as the man 
youfeej,' the line goes. Which 
makes Inge (Ursula Werner) an 
astonishingly virile 76-year-old. 
Snared in her post-retiremenl 
routine, toiling inasuffocating 
blanket of iron steam and sewing 
chores, Inge (aciially in her late 
sixties) has been married for 30 
yeais, and her misery is tangible. 
Then she meets Karl (Horst 
Westphal), the 76-year-old in 
question, and the two recognise in 
each other a mirrored loneliness. 
You can almost hear Barry White 
humming from beyond the grave. 

And before you've taken a 
breath, there's the sex In Cloud 
9's frankly shocking pre-credit file 
minutes, Inge and Karl engage in 
a staggering^ graphic diqjlay of 
geriatric gymnastics. He strokes 
her cheek with liver-spotted 
hands, they kiss awkwardly, he 
gets between her naked thighs,.. 


If you've turned green already, 
chances are you won't survive 
these opening moments. 

But that would be doing Cloud 
9 a disservice. Yes, the in-your-face, 
fleshy lb mkation is at first galling - 
almost hysterically so. Do we laugh 
at this? Is it comedy? Horror? But 
German director Andreas Dresen 
is from the Mike Leigh school 
of thought. Nudity itself is only 
fleetingly provocative, and with 
Ctoud 9, Dresen is more interested 
in a probing - and, yes, explicit - 
exploration of lives that are meant 
to be winding down. Tbgether, 

Inge and husband Wemer (Horst 
Rehberg) teve raised children and 
made a home - they have done 
everything that society eqsects - 
but have they truly lived? 

Sound like a drag? Well, 

Dresen saves proceedings from the 
doldrums by ejploring the fertile, 
complex age issues with fascination. 


Like Leigh, he is a director 
interested in people and their 
unique intemaVextemal worlds. 
Filming in a kxse, dccumeniary 
style, his natural lighting hides none 
of the ravages of time, and k3ng, 
unfoigiiingtakesforceusto inhabit 
the wo rid of our dderly ronantics 
absolutely When Inge stands before 
a full length mirror, naked as the day 
she was bom, tentatively searching 
her ageing folds, we're ri^t there 
with her - morbidly fascinated and 
repulsed, as she is. 

This isn't just softcore pom for 
the over seventie& Dresen is visibly 
peeling back tte layers of society's 
older patrons, exposing their hopes 
and feats through the hel^tened 
dramatics of a love story. As our 
technology-obsessed era closes 
in around them - wind turbines 
obscure their country jaunts, planes 
power overhead - just vhere do 
our arthritic trio bdong? 


Sadly, melodrama threatens 
to unbalance the second half of 
this carefully constructed opus 
when, inevitably, the romantic 
tryst is exposed. But if the only 
aigument against the dramatic 
developments is that Ursula 
Ufemer's hysterical sobbing is too 
real, too farrowing, you know 
you're clutching at knitting needles. 
Quirl^ observations, jokes about 
old age (&fled erections and female 
masturbation among them) and 
some neat visual tricks make C3oud 
9 a surprisingly poignant eqserietKe 
You 11 never look at your grandcfed 
the same way a^in. Josh Winning 

AntspatiDii Gertnai DAPorn? Gulp! O 

EnjivraenL turns bscinaongsnd repulslre, 
butalw^saddlymvinp.Q 

In Retrospel Darlnpstiififerttus wltlitl^ 
st!inia:ti.© 



Award winning faciiities, top research resuits, 
internationaiiy renowned staff to support your 
success in an exciting and expanding fieid. 

This Masters programme provides both a history of the teievision medium 
and understanding of a range of standard and evoiving teievision practices. 

A prestigous University of London quaiification wiii support academic and 
professionai futures. Vocationai eiements of the course are inciuded for those 
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ROBIN WRIGHT 
PENN: BEAUTIFUL 
TORTURE 
WOROS BY 
ELLEN E JONES 


When strangers accost Robin Wright Penn, they’re usually shouting, ‘Run, 
Forrest, run I', or they want to talk about The Princess Bride. Filmed back 
when she was still Robin Wright, the llaxen-haired 20-year-old model from 
San Diego, it's a witty subversion ol the fairy tale adventure. Penn’s role, 
however, was disappointingly traditional, demanding only that she look 
beautiful - which, obligingly, she did. Forrest Gump, on the other hand, 
might be the kind of all-Amerioan awards-hooverthat brings European critios 
out in a rash, but at least rt gave Penn more room for manoeuvre. And she 
was undeniably moving as Forrest's tragic sweetheart, Jenny. 

As well as these memorable supporting roles in much-loved hits, Penn 
has given impressive performances in mediocre or little-seen films (She's 
So Lovely, Breaking and Entering; The Pledge; Sorry, Haters) and done her 
fair share of rom-coms and weepies {White Oleander, Message in a Bottle). 
But oddly, alter 25 years in the business, she's never had a leading role 
worthy of her talents. 

Faced with the perplexing anomaly of a beautiful, talented, connected 
actress eluding stratospheric stardom, the press reached a consensus: she 
must, out of a wilful perverseness, be choosing obscure roles. But Penn 
is reluctant to accept the get-out clause. “H's easy for them. They add it all 
up and go, 'Ahf That's what rt is. Phewi' But it couldn’t be further from the 
truth." Her own explanation rests on a refreshing - if suspiciously egoless 
- version of the Hollywood casting process. “I think it's what moves you, 
what resonates and, more importantly, can I bring something to that story? 
Y'know, at a certain point you go, ‘No, actually I'm not the best person for 
this part.' Someone else could tell the story better." 

Also, as Penn Is quoted saying in several approving magazine articles 
during the '00s, being a ‘mom’ came first. The birth of her second child. 
Hopper Jack, nixed a North African shoot for The English Patient. That's the 
only missed role she's come even close to regretting. “Th ere aren 't many 
[regrets]. The reason I missed out was usually because something better 
came along - I got to have a child, or something like thaL" 

The Private Lives ofPippa Lee, by contrast, has come along at exactly 
the right time, and her performance as Pippa leaves no doubt that she's the 
best person for the part. An adaptation by Rebecca Miller of her own novel, 
it's a thoughtful, inventive film about a woman who's chosen to bury her own 
identity in the service of her older, more sucrcessful husband - pl^ed with 
typical nervy charm by Alan Arkin. 

The film shunts back and forth between the wild, free spirit Pippa Lee 
once was (as represented by Gossip Girfs Blake Lively) and the serene 
housewife she has become; impressing friends with her butterflied lamb 
and not much else. Entertaining cameos are scattered along the way, but 
it's Penn whose gravity keeps the showboaters in orbit with a performance 
both understated and expressive. “I think I have an inclination towards the 
subtlety involved," says Penn. “I love that sort of... beautiful torture." 


SELECT FILMOGRAPHY 

ROBIN WRIGHT PENN 



When the shoot was delayed due to a fnanoing hiccup, Penn spent 
the intervening year making frequent visits to the New York home Rebecca 
Miller shares with Daniel Day-Lewis. “I had my archive right there, in 
Rebecca, knowing her and spending quality time with each other. Not 
that she's Pippa by any stretch, but there were a lot of mannertsms that 
I observed that I felt pertained to Pippa. Her actions were the adjectives 
that I was looking to execute." 

Miller suggested there ought to be something visual linking past-Pippa 
to present-Pippa, so Penn got to work. “I literally only met Blake [Lively] 
for like a minute when we were doing camera tests for lighting. She kept 
doing the sweet thing with her eyebrows. She's got such a great little face 
- she's like a doe." Though you barely register it when watching the film, 
Penn has skilfully transformed this expression - eyebrows gently raised, 
mouth turned up at the comers - into something revealing. As she puts it, 
“It's like everything in life is such a surprise and yet nothing is a surprise." 

So, to summarise: Robin Wright Penn is excellent in her new movie 
because she is a talented. Imaginative and hard-working actress. But 
isn’t there another level to this ingenious bit of casting? This takes us to 
the elephant in the room: like Pippa Lee, Robin Wright Penn is very often 
overshadowed by her more famous husband, and as Mickey Rourke 
demonstrated in The Wrestler, add a layer of relevant real-life back-story 
to a great performance and you've got something truly poignant. 

Would it be too cheeky to suggest that Mrs Sean Penn might be 
drawing on personal experience? Penn tjonsiders the suggestion. “No. 
But I've never cooked butterflied lamb - do you know what I mean? I raised 
my kids because I wanted to. I don’t ever see myself as being in flat position, 
shall we s^?" Fair enough, but isn't rt annoying to be seen as Sean Penn's 
wife first and an actress second? “It doesn’t bother me because that's 
the reality. It’s a fact. There’s nothing upsetting about it. It is what it is. 
If somebody's more well-known H's pretty understandable, but I don't think 
It diminishes the other." 

There Is one comparison between Penn and her character that's 
impossible to resist. Like Pippa Lee, Penn's children are entering adulthood, 
leaving her free to embark on an exciting new phase. Unlike Pippa Lee, 
this doesn't simply involve making out with Keanu Reeves. Penn was 
a jury member at this year's Cannes festival, she is about to begin filming 
a half-llvB action, half-animation project with Waitz With Sashir director Ari 
Folman, and she's got a Broadw^ pl^ lined up tor the spring. Will she be 
taking on more leading roles in the future? “Yeah, definitely. I hope, I hope, 

I hopel" Things are looking up- with one ridiculous proviso; “I mean, I know 
we're in a terrible recession now. Everybody's like ‘I wonder if I can get 
a job.'" Something tells us she'll be alright. 




THE PRIVATE 
LIVES OF 
PIPPA LEE 




If you fency yourself as the kind 
of highbrow Han reader who's 
only inieresied in the peisorHl lives 
of Bterary figures then you might 
want to take a seat; this is btiDating 
stuff. It's an adaptation of her own 
novel by Rdjecca Miller, daughter 
of the great American playwti^t 
Arthur MDler, and wife of Daniel 
Day-Lewis. It features Zoe Kazan, 
granddaughter of Arthur A/Siler's 
great coHaboratorand sometime 
nemesis EHa Kazan, and tackles 
the lives of writers arxl artists living 
in New England. In other words, 
there's a definite whiff of the 
autobiographical. 

Robin Wright ftennplajs 
Pippa Lee, the enigmatic 'model 
of anartisl'swife' \tfio hasailovted 
herself to be subsumed into the 
identity of her older, more successful 
husband. Yet Pippa wasn't always 
so suburban and seterte. As events 
in Pippa'spresenlbting about an 
identity crisis, the film fills back 


throu^her past to reveal the wild, 
sensual woman she cnce was. 

With a female lead and a 
largely female cast, it's inevitable 
that this will be feted in the 
Glamour glossies, ignored by 
everyone else and seen moaiy 
by mums in slacks - but despite 
all that, The Priuate Liues ofPippa 
Lee doesn't fit the modem, 
derogatory picrured the 'chick 
flick'. It's a 'Women's Picture' in 
the respectful sense once applied 
to the melodramas of Douglas Sirk 
and the comedies of George Cukor. 

Afiller masterfully gives life 
to Pippa'smemotieswilh a series 
of inventive but unobtrusive 
leohniques including in-camera 
transitions between past and 
present, arri even animation. 
■Ihefilm'schief pleasure, however, 
is watching the talented cast 
have a ball with Mfller's fabulous 
characters. Juiarme Atoore as 
Pippa's mischievous lesban aunt 


is the standout cameo, but Winona 
Ryder is also brilliantly funny as 
hopeless egomaniac Sandra, and 
Monica BeDucci is magnetic as a 
bonkers ex. Only Keanu Reeves 
lets the ade down, once again 
demonstrating his God-given 
ability to invest even well written 
roles with a dead-eyed vaoancy. 
But then he's only cn lolly duly, 
because really this is ail about 
Robin Wri^l Penn. 

She's perky wilh a despairing 
undercurrent, expressive yet 
rearained, while casting Gossip 
Girl's Blake livefy as the younger 
version is a stroke cf luck (or genius) 
because tl»y look uncannQy alike. 
Alan Arkin, as Pippa's ageing 
husband Herb, doesn't get a 
younger version because clearly no 
one else can do what Arkin does. 

So it's a tribute to ife qialily of the 
writing that you forget to chunder 
when presented with the sight of 
Lively wrapping her youthful mQlq' 


body around his crepe-paper skin. 
The characters are so believable, 
it just makes sense. 

It's iirpossible to capture the 
complex whole of a person in one 
movie (or novel), but MDler uses 
this limitation to her advantage, 
by making the mystery of Pippa 
l-ee's true identity the heart of 
the film. "It's disappointing when 
someone turns out not to be the 
person you thought they were, " 
says a neighbour when <he walks 
in on PiRja making out with her 
grown-up son. But isn't it life- 
affinning too? Ellen E Jones 

AntcipaliDiL The cast is inthDiiiiig, but the 
preirlsBSCimds diill.Q 

Ei’Drniect That irciith-watGrliip eiiseirble 
cast dseshtdisappoict.O 

Is Relmspect Rnally a lead icle iwrthy 
of tobio Wright Peon's talents. Lets hope 
Its theta of many.© 





At the average summer festival, 
'enlightenment' comes in the 
form of a little while pill. Bui in 
ihe lakeside foiesis of Ang^acka, 
Sweden, it's a lillle haider lo 
swallow This is ihe home of the 
No Mind F^ival, held eiieiy year 
in Ihe couniry^eihiee miles north 
of Molkom - and st 3 ne\Miere over 
the rainbow. 

ll'saplaceofshamank; rituals, 
tannic sex, group sharing and- 
quile Bleialy - nee hugging, \ttieie 
newagersarvl old hippies share 
in a two-weAcdd 3 ration of mind, 
body and nature. 

Our Dorothy in this weird and 
wonderful world is a rugby wizard 
from Oz. Uber-BruceNlck- all 
perma-slubble and bruising accem 
- was expecting something sB^lly 


dilfeteni when he heard of a festival 
where Bberaied Swedish chicks tun 
around wtilh their kit off. It's largely 
through his sceptical eyes that the 
brtnighl will unfold. 

But not exclusively. Robert 
Cannan and Corinra McFarlane's 
documentary is blessed with a 
surfeit of winning characters. 
There's harbour master Siddhana, 
passive aggressive patriarch of the 
group Mervi, airoubled grarc 
Ljus, iheCaHfomia beach kid with 
the serial killer smile; pretty Maiit 
disiani dad Peter; and Swedish 
celeb Regina Lund. 

They reveal themselves to the 
camera with astcjiishing openness. 
Not because they are desperate 
for exposure, but because Cannan 
andMcFarlane are geod enou^ 


filmmakers to capture the awkward, 
embarrassing, iriumphani and 
bizarre complexities d their lives. 

It's impossible to overstate just 
how intimate Three Miles North of 
Molftom is. Thou^ often hilarious, it 
is also dilficull, at times excruciating, 
10 watch. The group sharing sessions 
descend into an unendurable 
purgatory of tortured honesty and 
simmering aggression. Fortunately, 
these moments are listened by the 
filmmakers' sensitivity, and the odd 
bri^l spot of raucous eniertainmeni 
(Mervi's fate at a beach^side lesson 
on 'chi' isjaw-on-the-floorstuH). 

But Nick is the star, and it's his 
journey that shapes ll^ film. Jusi as 
his cynicism is challenged over the 
course of the festival, so too is the 
audience forced 10 confronl its own 


prejudices over the course of the 
film. Because let's face it Nick isn't 
the only one who'd rather put pins 
in his Q'es than spend a fortnight 
in a forest with a bunch of hippies. 
But as this trip down his own 
peisonal yellow brick toad becomes 
a much lar^ vt^age d discoveiy, 
when the time comes for tearful 
farewdls, he won't be the only cne 
rekrctam to leave this bizarrely 
magical place. Matt Bochenskl 

AntQpatiDii WItere is Moltair ant! why 
sttiilti we care? O 

Eejtynieot Ancwd-p^aslng iscwith heart 
hiiireiiraiid plee^dhilE.© 

In RetrospecL Whs kitew that hippies we« 
such full?© 




If you're struggling to see how 
yet anolter remake of yet another 
ancient TV series wDl en^ge you. 
try employing the help of a six-year- 
old. They actually tend to enjoy 
seeing Will Ferrdl riding a T-Re: into 
cardboaid space sets, and at least 
you can enjoy their enjoyment. 

Has-been scientist Dr Rick 
Marshall (Ferrell), given the 
encouragement of feisty (Zambridge 
grad HoDy (Anna Friel) . heads to 
the desert to test his time travel 
device - an accordion. Together 
with redneck yokel Wtll (Danny 
McBride), they get sixaioned into 
the Land of the Lest. There, amidst 
desert plain and rainforest, and 
alongside a mammary grabbing 
primate (Jotma Taccone). they 



negotiate rubber men. dinosaurs 
anddimensiotHl crystals to get 
back home. 

There's an endearing mixture 
of consciously cr^ and clever 
CGI at work here, espedaltyin 
the 'tripping' scene vkfiere music, 
visuals and humour combine 
into a rilf that sums up the film's 
post-post-modern objective: to 
recreate its TV origins, replete with 
homage to '70s limitations. vAile 
simultaneously poking fun at them 
and creating contemporary laughs. 
And you thought they were just 


goofing atoundl 

But none of th is would work 
at all if the three leads weren't 
quite so g3od. Ferrell (toes txahing 
new. but Danny McBride is an 
inspiration, and Friel holds her 
own as the strai^t girl - fresh, 
spunky and kinda hersetf. 

Do we need Land of ihe 
Lest? No. But then you could 
say the same of a great deal of 
entertainment waDpaper that's 
stil, weE entertaining. But the 
film falls between demographic 
stools. The humour is too smart 


forkid& t<xi unso[iiisticaiedfor 
adults. That just leaves teenagers, 
who may not be attracted to a 
self-consciously 'family' film. 
Neither conventional action- 
adventure or enough of an 
out -there pasticfie. this really is the 
land of the lost. Lorien Haynes 

AnlcipalDn. WqiiIiI late a pteradac^ tin)tiLir 
tall ta cliase yvii inlii tin cineira. G 

ElDyinent Ferrell gees feral O 

In Relmspect Hlem aedstoefergetto. © 



SPINAL TAP’S 

■ONE NIGHT ONLY WORLD TOUR' 
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JTIflIIII S lasffiraHi” 
ISotnliwFailai MJroAlaal 


Sometimes a film's central 
conceit can be far note inieresnng 
than the film itself. In Abbas 
Kiaiostami's Shirin, the big idea is 
to show not a piece of conventiotHl 
narrative cinema, but rather the 
faces of an ensemble oflranian 
actresses (and Juliette Binoche) as 
they watch such a film, registering 
joy boredom, anxiety, resotlsion and 
sadness in response to the unseen 
(but most definitely heaid) events 
suRjosedly before their eyes - eyes 
that in^ct just stare out at us as we 
also watch and reflect on \khat we 
ourselves can both see and hear. 

This is hardly a new idea. Robert 
Allman did something similar in 
his segment of the portmanteau 
film Aria in 1987, re-imagining the 


(Frisian debut of Jean-PhiDipe 
Rameau's opera Les Bor^odes, 
but turning his camera away from 
ihepetfoimarKe itself and onto 
its decadent audience. Kiarostami 
him^lf has also pl^ed this game 
in Where Is My Romeo?, his 
contributiCTi to the 2007 omnibus 
Oiacun Sen Cinema, in which 
vromen are shown watching (an 
unseen) Romeo and Juliet. 

Shirin essentiaDy replays the 
same trick at much greater length, 
but changes the imagined film 
from a classic English romantic 
melodrama to a classic Iranian 
one by adapting Hakim Nezami 
Ganjavi's famous iwelflh-ceniury 
poem about the tragic Armenian 
princess, Shirin and her two star- 


cross'd Itwers. In fact, Kiarostami 
picked this particular story only 
after he had completed filming 
the pt^ognomic variations of his 
seated cast, adding it as a vibrant 
soundtrack in post-production. 

Still, he has chesen carefully - 
for this unseen film-within-a-film 
begins with a woman falling in love 
with an image, is full erf references to 
mirrors, spectatoiship and the gaze, 
and ends with the heroine asking 
her accompanying 'sisters' (a figure 
Ibrthe mostly female audience) if 
iheiriearsare 'forme, Shirin? Or 
for the Shi tin who lives in all of 
you?' What is more, with the inset 
film, as with its audience, it is women 
vho are foregrounded while men 
appear only on the maigins. 


The problem, ihou^, is that for 
all the probing beauty of Kiarcsiami's 
dose-tgos, foraD lhee)j)ressiveness 
of the performers, and for all the 
technical intricacy of the sound design, 
Shirin depends entirely on a concept 
vftich, ihou^ coniontational almost 
by definition, is better suited to a 
shorter duration. By the 20-minute 
mark, the viewer has got it - and from 
thereon in, the film is just a pretty face 
(or several). Anton Bitel 

AntispiliDn. Kiaiostami is tie man (from Iran). O 

Eiloyment BaautHnl bcas, butnotamiigl) 
(narraita) le^tn Instlfy the length. O 

li REtrospect The mirenenscreen are more 
absorbed by their viewing than )oii will be. O 



If wasn't based on a true story 
it's the kind of narrative that would 
be almost too haid to endure, 
let alone believe, so relenllesdy 
crudis it. Asamet^horforthe 
shodtin^y warped mentality 
that presided over South Africa's 
decades of Apartheid (and still 
indelibfy lingers), the biography 
of Sandra Laing ishaid to beat. 

A black-skinned child bom in the 
1950s to white Afrikaner patents, 
Sandra spent her youth, and much 
of her adult life it seems, being 
bufetedbysuccesave rejections not 
only from official institutions and 
society at laige, but by her family 
(her two siblings appatentty refuse 
contact with her to this day) and, 
later, her husband. 


Fiist-tlme feature director 
Anthor^ Fabian aims for a straight- 
bat approach to Sarelra's aory, 
which is certainly the strongest 
thing Sfein has going for it. Sophie 
Okonedo does her best in a 
creduity-aretching role, grasping 
the baton from young Sandra, Qla 
Ramangwane, to play the lead from 
her exceptionally self-conscious, 
gawl^ teen years in the '60s - which 
involve being legally 'redassified' 
from vhite to black and back a^n 
- through to post-apartheid South 
Africa's fitst free elections in 1994. 

Sam NeiD is convincing as 
Sandra's instinoively proteoive but 
culturally blinkered father, Abraham, 
enraged by constant disbelief (and 
spells of doubt in his own mind) 


regaiding Sandra's paternity; though 
the film's stand-out petfotmance 
belongs to Alice Krige, whose 
confbdingpullsas Sandra's mother 
and Abraham's long-suffering wife 
are profoundly etqjtessed. 

The film is elegantly shot, 
particularly the muted sepia tones 
of Sandra's early school years; 
the palette seems to drain 
evetything of cdour but conveys 
the scale from B^t to dark all loo 
clearly Stylish production design 
and costumes likewise point up 
ihe barbarism of the 'dvilised' 
ruling dass - no more so than 
when the young Sarxlra is made 
to siarxl in a refined, oak-panelled 
office in front of a crowd of neatly 
lumed-out state bureaucrats, to 



In Relrospect Extrxr^iitaiysulijKt glt'en 
aprasaet^atmiiLO 


^ .»a 



The wandering blind swordsman is a staple of Japanese cinema, 
bul is a wonhy addilion lo the canoa A female protagonBi is a neat 
twist, but it's director Fumihiko Sort's sense of drama and talent for 
storytelling that makethisso much fun. The influence cf spaghetti westerns 
and J^anese epics is pronounced, aslchi (HarukaAyase) wanders fran 
town to town searching for the truth about her father - never wanting to 
fight, but besting all-comers with her surprising sword skiDs. She meets 
and saves Tcsna ObkaoOsawa), a talented Samurai loo afraid to draw his 
weapon, and together they find themselves ridding a small town of its bandil 
infestation. The fight scenes ate exceptional, enhancing the pathos at the 
heart of a film that fas an unassuming aRseal. Jonathan Williams 


Recipe for creating a tween sensation; discover a new actor (Gaelan 
ConneD) to play troubled teen Will like the missing link between John 
Cusack and Napoleon Dynamite. Add a Disney superstar (Vanessa 
Hudgens of High School Musical) , an established Friend (Lisa Kudrow) 
and an OC alumnus (Ryan Donowho). Sfir them into a story that blends 
the chaste romance of HSM, the pep rejsialgia o fMcfenndAbitih'sfnfintle 
FlflvBsi. the satire of School of Rock, and the imploding musical aspirations 
cf The Commigtiatis . With a dash of David Bowie (in cameo) for good 
measure, Tbdd Graff's coming-of-age musical cemedy is sveel enou^ to 
[dease the tads, while acetbicalfy downbeat enough lo keep the attention 
of ai^ accompai^ng adults. Anton Bitel 



TENDERNESS 



BURMA VJ 




Tenderness is all about pain. It's quite obvious - it's constantly 
reiterated by the narrator. Subtle it isn't. A rotund RusseU Crowe plays 
Detective Crislofuoro, who has been assigned lo the case of Eric (Jon 
Foster), a boy recently released from juvenile detention after murdering 
his parents. Cristofuoro believes that Eric will kill again and foUows him 
obsessively. Enter Lori (Sofdiie Traub), a disturbed teenage girl who is 
inbiuated writh Eric. As the film develops, Eric's murderous urges become 
evident despile his grov/ing allachmeni lo Lori. Bul the problem with 
this dark, unsettling film is that director John Rilson fails lo provoke any 
empathy wrilh either of these characters, so no amount of dever-clever 
writing can make you care who kiDswhom. Ed Andrews 


The cliche that something hasn't happened unless it's on YouDibe 
is lent a special kind of profundity by this inspiring and occasionally 
horrifying documentary. In September 2007, as protesting monks in 
Burma marched into the guns of an oppressive regime, the world was 
forced to lake notice by the equally extraoidinaiy bravery of a snail band 
cf reporteis. Journalists from the Democratic Voice cf Burma risked their 
lives to reooid history in the making before smuggling the footage out cf 
the country. Anders 0siergaaid's film lakes at the terrifying immedacy 
of a home-made horror, as students pray for strength in the face of death, 
anda Japanese phoio-joumalisi is bruialty muidered The DVB were there 
to record it, and to offer a vivid call to arms. Matt Bochenski 






British Asian cinema views the country through a tragi-comic prism 
where ihe various fissures of class, sex and ra:e are renttered inlo something 
of a coherent whole. Mad. Sad & Bad atlempis to take things to a new 
realm of ennui. TVue to genre fonn, the film's characters ate drawn from a 
single family. Psychiatrist Hatdeep (Zubin \&rla) is an arrogant womaniser, 
his b rather Atul (NitinGanattaiaseif-absotbedscreenwriier, and their sistet 
Rashmi (Meera Syal) a frump who sliD lives with their mother. But althou^ 
these ate not the shallow Aaan stereotypes you were expecting, they are 
shallow stereotypes nonetheless Asa result. Mod, Salff Bod is unengaging 
even dttll. Most frustratingly, its bitterness at the flip side cf success for a new 
generation of British Asians is left unchanneled. James Bramble 


This documentary follows the antics of political pranksters Andy 
Bichlbaum and Mike Bonarmo (collectiveiy known as The '(es \fen) as they 
aim to expose the extent to which corporate America shits on the world. 
Although the tw*3 don't have the screen-grabbing charisma of other cultural 
agitators like fatso Michael Moore, as the film develops, you are left with 
nothingbuiaimirationfor tite audacity cf their stunts. These include posing 
as spokesmen for Dow, claiming responsibQity for the Bhopal disaster live 
on the BBC - something which sent Dow's share price plummeting. Exxon 
Mobil, TheNeLuybrkTimes and ifte companies profiting from Hurricane 
Katrina also gel hoaxed in ingenious ways, giving you the faintest hope that 
the entire world isn't completely fucked jusi yet. Ed Andrews 



SUNSHINE 

CLEANING 

1 iltlffiH f CnDETOwtiihikl 

■MQB MllRIII!iirE15riGY 

1 

THE LAST 
THAKUR 

1 fll!iETi!!Byiil.i-nt' 1 

tagm jnH^rrTTi^- 


On paper. Sunshine Cleaning sounds almost as cheery as director 
Christine Jeffs' previous film, 2003's Svitiia . Amy Adams plays Nora, a high- 
school princess turned down-at-heelsingle mum whose son has recently 
taken to licking pencil shaipeneis at school. Emily Blunt is her Goth anti- 
sister Rose, all eyeliner and attitude. They unite, grudgingly, to clean up 
crime scenes in an attempt to earn school fees for the little ticker. But far 
from being a tragic grind. Sunshine Gaining feels tike a first film - delicate, 
fresh and female, it's here, working on the fringes of life, that the sisters 
confront the loss cf their own mother. Flanked by their father, Joe (Alan 
Arkirfl, thelamilydevdcps without sentiment or cliche. And it's this realism 
that makes Sunshine Cleaning truly touching. Lorien Haynes 


With its story of Shakespearian meiodrama reiocated East (aibeit 
to India rather than Japan) and a mad ruler brought low by his own 
family, there's an echo cf Kurosawa in Sadik Ahmed's The Last Thakur . 

But let's not get carried away. The first film to be produced under a 
collaboration between Artificial Eye and The National Film and Tfelevision 
School, this is a patchy affair that sees the simmering tension in a rural 
village braught to the boil by the arrival of a stranger armed with an antique 
rifle. Shovraasing a clash between ite twin poles ofpoBtics and religion, 
TheLaslThafeur is handsomely shot in high-definition by Ahmed, a former 
director of pholc^raphy, but suffers from underwritten, unsympathetic 
clBracieis, and adeddedlycrealq' denouement. Matt Bochenski 
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ADAM LEE DAVIES, PRISCILLA EYLES, 
NELL FRIZZELL, AGI GLIDDON, JAMES 
MANSFIELD, KINGSLEY MARSHALL. 
^^^■UMARA SALT, JW SMITH, IAN VIGGARS 



BUND LOVES mi 

DIRSTEDKJIMMM 


FUSHOFOENIUS 2003 

RIBtnaiT MAROBBWM 


THE UFE BEFORE HER EYES 2002 

DIOSTEDITMlPiMM 


Dreamlike fanrsey aita akncaide Ihe reaNarr of 
heartbreak and humour in this documentary portrait 
of how four viauayy imoarred paopla found tove. 
from new Slovakian director Juraf Lehcraky. U 


DOUBT 2D0B 

DiosrEDKMPmMiLE 

A euueation of impropriery in a Catholic echcol 
eparke tension between Philip Seyinour Hoffmans 
profreaslve Father Flynn and hta uptight nemesis 
Sister AloyBHJs, played by Meryl Streep. Echoing 
Ron Howard's tepid diroction of Fnrsr/SFMon. writer/ 
director Shanley belles the theatrical origins of his 
own screenplay with a fllni that is cinematicatly flat, 
and driven entiraly by Its dialogue IK 


HIQHLANDER: 
SPECULEBmON m 

DlRgrEPmUSSaOWULCAHI 


The BOa cult classic re akes ha way into the twenty* 
first century with this special edition DVD and Blu* 
ray. When Connor MacLeod tops The Kurgari's 
hit list he becomes protbiO to Juan Ramirez 
(Sean Connery), who teaches lam the ways of the 
Immortal and how to be the only one. L8 


A CHILD ISWAITINC I9G3 

DiRffirEDH JaHKetSSRIfFB 

Tough love or TLC? In a boarding school for 
develop mentally chaHenged children, Judy Garland 
and Burl Lancaster battle over the best way to care 
for them. Sensitive and complex without being 
bleeding'hearted. the film suggests that adults are 
generally the ones with the biggest probleme. 1C 

BRONSON 2DI19 

DlRSTEDItWCMlHlM 

Michael Petersen (Tom Hardy) reinvents himself 
as Britain's most violenr prisoner, Charles Bronson, 
even as director Refn refashions hardman biopic 
conventione into somefhing altogether more 
artful, elusive and camp. Monologues from the 
'real' Bronson are included among the extrae. U 

AVAILABLE JULY20 

REQUIEM FOR BIUY THE KID 2033 

DIRgrEDR UHNEmNSILBff 

Part poetic evocation and part road movie mixed 
with interviews and film footage, this ie an 
intriguing examination of the legend and myth 
that shrouds Billy the Kid's murder. The Aim’s 
narrator sets off on a search for the Kid's shadow 
in Mexico in the vain hope of uncovering whether 
Pal Garrett reaHy did kill Billy the Kid that night, or 
If he escaped across the border. LS 


Afilm about the man who invented the intermittent 
windscreen wiper only to have his idea sfoten 
by auto gisnr Ford may not sound like the most 
riveting prospect. However. Greg Kinnear's solid 
central performance aa Inventor Bob Kearns la 
thoroughly sngagmg. IV 


A teenager who cannot wait for her life to start 
gets caught up in a Columbine* style shooting, and 
IS years later finds the problems of her paer life 
catching up with her. Vadim Perelman'e second 
feature la an elegant riras-of-pasaaga diptych 
with an dverpiayed twist. M 


MARLENE 934 

DIRECTESlYMMUMlifiL 

Maximilian SchaH bravely rook on fha task of 
ihfarviawing Hollywood legand Marlena Dielrich 
and had no idea what he waa getting into. After 
yeare of public srience she retueed to let him film 
or her apartment, and Ignored his questions. 
The resull was a fascinating look at the enigma 
of a star. U 


AVAILABLE JULY 27 


IL DIVI 2D03 

DlflffnEllYFiMlENi 

An engross ing and fascinating look at lha complex 
poUtlcel career of former Italian prime ministar 
Giulio Andreottl. It looks groat, it sounds greit, 
and Toni Servlllo la fanlaatic in the central role. 
Watch this film. JVS 

USRON STORY 994 

BIBgnniY WlMWaDBlS 

n Wim Wender'B 1994 LiaOon Brory, diracror 
Friedrich Monroe attempts to shoot from first 
prlncIpaLs to make e sHenr movie as if the entire 
history of cinema had navar happanad. When thie 
faile he calla en an okf friend and sound engineer, 
ecue hia fooiege through a cryptic postcard. 
Cue a claeaic Wanderian quaat. VA 


AVAILABLEAUGUSTIO 


AVAILABLE AUGUST 17 

IN THE LOOP 2309 

DIRSTEDIYMIUIUNM 

Jamaa Gandotfini and Tom Hollander join the circua 
as unhinged Whitehall mavan Maiccm Tucker and 
CO apln lannucci's scabrous poHlical fsrea The 
Tfirck Of It into big screen gold, teeing none of the 
TV series' brio or intellifertce along the way. Ki 

AVAILABLE AUGUST 24 

ISANYRODYTHERE? 2039 

DIRffirEDIY JOHUCROiLEY 

A fairly ilight tale of friendship, demantia and 
impending death featuring solid parformancea 
from Michael Ceine end young Bill Milner. 
It reaches for the heartetringi but only just 
manages to play i tune worth hearing. AS 

RLUEEYEURS 200? 
DIRffiYEDIYaimMfflM 

tie Mexican gem rs'lnvente the boy*meare* 
cry end perfectly shows the wonderful 
ardnest of a first data and the orograssive 
Ital lead to a relationahlp. A dreamy debut 
by Ernesto Contreras thatmakai the most primary 
human emoticna seem Ilka new concepts. LS 

RACE TO WITCH MOUNTAIN 2909 

DIRSTEDlYMtflMM 


TOUCH AND DO 995 

BIRfCTEIlYMlUaiMM 

This Jack Hawklria*starring Ealing comedy la light, 
atry and aaeily forgettable, even though it Is psrr 
of ■ genre that raliaa on fnvoiity. One fot die'hard 
Ealing fane only. R 

FRIDAY THE OTH 2309 

RIROITDIYMMUMM 

What do you do with a seminal (but crap) horror 
from 1980 that spawned innumerable pomliass 
sequela and execrable aLloa*'n''dlcalmitalora? 'Ra* 
imagine' Itl Marcus Nispal (the man responaibla for 
The Texas Chainsaw Massacre remake) dtrects the 
ubimate by*niimbers slashar. Expect sequela. M 


Dwayne Johnson lends hiaccnaiderabla chansma 
IQ an otherwise ganaric family adventure film 
from Disney. You know exacrly whet to expect: kid 
pretagoniata. some chase acenea that'll make you 
wish you were in a rheme park, and a complete 
lack of dramatic raneion. AS 

THE lURNINO PLAIN 2303 

DIRKTEOIYWQMDAMM 

Guillermo Arriaga wrjlaa and directs hie feature 
film debut, a typically multi* tie red story connecting 
disparate characters eapsratad by time and 
place. The stories all revolve around a theme of 
guilt and radamption, and featura a etallar cast 
including Kkn Baiingar. Charliza Tharon and 
Joaquim de Almeida. K 





•••oooo*** 

1 DIRttTEPn SMHINEfl 

I SMIHING CIHDMtSfIGWElLIUEUirHKJUIESUGLJDm 
1 BOXNOTmES'KnipnicEiBGGG'snmn 
I TGGLINEUGHEDntnHNEMIUDW 

I TRiiLEis mi[iM9.m[smnmi.[iiiiinaiim/ 

I CHERRYPICK'IHSETflECQSrrDEURE.tMERIULOfESBEACKPERPEr 




Ai •Thtcally ikatchy and unashamedly cavalier aa any of the blackfuards I 
□r knavaa ihia column haa yet uahared into your praaanca, T 
;ournay Through The nine'dirnenafonal labyrinTh of posirive diacriminafion I 
la aa aitgani and woilhwhile aa tira on a bull. Waahng no time in maaainf I 
with our nioral (yroacopea, diracloi Stave Mlner'a would-be underdog I 
yarn ancouragea ua to root for over-privileged whitebread alap-magnet I 
Mark Watson (C Thomaa Howell) as he rrantplea over every mlnorliy that I 

s In his way in order to win a acholarship to that Promethean cradle of I 

I arching human kJeallsm, Harvard Law School. 

Hra rich father haa Taken his orogresalve theraprat'a throwaway advice I 
about unfettering hlmaalf from social obligations to heart, and has bearowad I 
uport his aon the greateat gift It is hia to give by cutting him off without a red I 
cerrt. Thia forces the boy to become a man by paying his own college tuition I 
to the rune ol $54,000. Mark la. however, nothing if not his father's ac 
end dad most assuredly did not ger where he is today by hard graft... 

Alter visiting a chum who's attending 'Sun-Tan Lotion College'. Ma 
downs a handful of unlasted pills rhal pigment his milky shin The colour I 
of mtiky coffee, slips on some Ray Bane and - with no indication ai 
how he teased his glistening elick of chearnuT hair into a serviceable Afro I 

- jive-talks his way into a acholarshtp reserved for the most promlaing I 
black sTudenl in LA. Yes, Mark haa - and there's no way lo sugarcoat I 
Thia - browned up'. 

Once on campus, the film is free to divide its time between making I 
capilal of white aseumptlona that all African-Americans are either Black I 
Panthers or hepcat pimp-daddies, while dispelling the myt 
baakelbell prowess and across-the-board good fortune In 
deparrmanr. Thia Kentucky-fried flkn-flani continues until our undercover I 
brother falls in love with the girl whose scholarship he swiped and ail kinds I 
of racial, dess and gender hell break loose. 

Howell, although looking only slightly more authentically African- I 
American than an iced bun, is quire winning in the role that completely I 
derailed hre promiaing career. He is supported by a strong cast headed by I 
James Earl Jones, who distinguishes himself as Mark's gnarly-bul-benign I 
Criminal Law professor. A proud black educator who gives hie studenls of I 
colour no special treatment, Jones stands apart from the ftim's broiling I 
elhnic maelstrom until the script forces him to blot his copybook by I 
referring to the bulk of his class as 'white shits’. Also of note is an early 
showing by Elaine from misanthropic TV smash Sefnftld as an old high- 
school pal of Mark's named - rather confusingly after one's pariaken I 
of the requisite quantities of bad booze to make it through thie baloney I 

- Lisa Simpson. None of Them, however, can divert The film's kamikaze I 
plotting from zaromg in on a Pearl Harbour of racial iniquity. 

Alter a farcical scene revolving around an unenpecTed vlsll 
Mack’s parents, his white girlfriend, his black girlfrieitd, e selectic 
ski masks and a Beach Boys medley, our protagonist reluctantly ci 
clean. The litlle turd should be looking at an educational sTini in The Big I 
House, but instead. Professor Jones and the school O' 
impressed by The life-lessons that This brass-necked yahoo has learned I 
during hia time en noir that they accede lo an outrageous programme of I 
guilT-aseuaging martyrdom that sees Mark allowed to continue his sludles I 
as a honky. The mlsapproprialed scholarship reverting to its rightful I 
recipient and the rest of us wondering whether the Civil Bights Movement I 
was a ooltecTiva hallucination. 

There's an old poker player's maxim that reminds anyone thinking of I 
sitting in on a game lo take a long, hard look around the table and If, after I 
a reaaonable period of considered Inspection, you can't spot the sucker - 
then, buddy, it's you! It's a hoary old adage that springe to mind time and I 
time again when, upon settling down to one of the films that fug up Theae I 
pages jike a lyre fire, we've felt a comparably crimson-cheeked sting of I 
discomfort That we've been dealt a dead man's hand. Again. IMILEEIlRCS 






'They're younc 
kill people.' 




A Robert Benton and David Newman* 
eeripted projeot that was oriilnally destined for 
either Jean'Luc Godard or Francois Truffaut 
to direct, flontile and Cfvde (which, in its 
crose-euttmf devices, would borrow from the 
Nouvelte treiiue) marked a pivotal moment In 
American cinema. The canny merging of a staple 
American genie with dynamic young leaOe, 


violence, and a contemporary social relevence, 
ensnared the ceunlerculture audience of the 
late 'BQs end dkecrty led to the creative freedom 
the studios accorded the 'New Hollywood' 
filmmakers of the l97Ds. 

Based loosely on the Depreesion'era exploits 
of Clyde Barrow and Bonnie Parker , the film begins 
as Clyde (Warren Beatty) tries to steal the car of 
Bonnie Parker's mother. Bonnie (Faye Dunaway) 
Is seduced by Clyde's outlaw demeanour, and 
he further stimulates her by robbing a store in 
her presence. Clyde steals a car, with Bonnie in 
tow, and their legendary crime spree begins. The 
two move from town to town, pulling off petty 
heists, until they join up with Clyde's brother 
Buck (Gene Hackman), hie shrill wife Blanche 
(Estelle Paraons), and a slow'Witted gee station 
attendant, CW (Michael J Pollard). The new gang 
robe a bank, and Clyde Is soon painted In the 
press as a contemporary Robin Hood when he 
allows one customer to hold omo his money. With 
the police on their tall, and the gang constantly 
on the run. their fugitive status intensfhes after 
they kidnap a Texas Ranger. The act comes 
back to haunt them when the Ranger returns 
to lead a raid that leaves Buck dying. Blanche 
captured, and both Clyde and Bonnie injured. The 
ever'loyal CW takes them to hie disapproving 
father's house and ultimately Into a polioa trap 
that ends with one of the bloodlesi deaths in 
cinematic history. 


Originally inciting critical revulsion for 
refusing to assert a clear morality, and no 
small degree of fear in Warner Bros, the studio 
under whose aegis it was reluctantly made 
after much hectoring by producer/etar Beatty, 
the film became a genuine social phenomenon 
after It was re*releesed (again at the behest of 
Beatty) and went on to gross over $20 million. 
The portrayal of Bonnie and Clyde as rebels and 
sympathetic anti'heroes who stood shoulder* 
to-ehoulder with the poor working folks of the 
1930s struck a chord with young American 
audiences, convincing the studios of their 
importance In generating box office hite. 

The critical tide also turned, landing Bonnie 
and C/yde on the cover ot Time as cuKural 
commentators came to find favour In the film's 
redefining of violence and the ra*oastlng of its 
criminal protagonists as piO'up anti'heroes. 
Viewed retrospectively in terms of director Arthur 
Penn's subsequent career - crudely defined 
as a series ot highs (particularly l97S's Nithr 
Moves) followed by what is popularly viewed as 
the director's irreversible decline - the film also 
marked the clearest raalisation of Penn's interest 
In the tension between oppression and vitality. 

The charismatic Beatty and sultry Dunaway 
aside (look out also for a delightful cameo 
from Gene Wilder), the brightest stars in the 
film's brimming firmament Include Theadora 
Van Runkte'e trendsetting costumes. Dean 
Tavoularis' historicsHy authentic an direction, 
and Burnett Guffey's cinematography. One of 
only two victories among IQ Academy Award 
nominations (Parsons was the other). Guffey 


emphasises tl 


d colours and rones of 
the period to give the impression, the many 
ambiguities aside, that we may be watching an 
historical document. As Benton and Newman 
would latar comment ot their screen creations. 


Bonnie and Clyde weren't bank 



robbers, "they 
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LWLIES SALUTES THE VISIONARIES WHOSE IMAGINATION, PASSION, MADNESS 
AND GENIUS INSPIRES OUR LOVE OF MOVIES. 


Marlon Brando, no rock 'n' roll. There was no symbol 


played by SkolimowakI himself 




DECONSTRUCTING CANNES 

THE FRONT LINE - LAWRENCE PEARCE 


In ihe wMk Ituding up iq ths Cannes Film Feitival 
’09, Oeen Fiaher, Ihe producer on my nesr movie. 
Srinjrere - our second feeiure logeiFer • was In 
hrfh spirits. The reason for this excited dieposition. 
a rare occurrence given his cautioue nature, wae 
that he had finished his lest euccesalul protect 
( C/rv f?afs , among the top-sur selhng DVDe In the 
UK In April), accumulating a platter of kudos and 
a hoet of distribution companies all clamouring for 
his rtexi project. 

Lucky for ms, that next project ta a etykah 
and highly original crime thrlHer. Written by the 
uniduely talented Dan Schaffer, creator of Sony's 
new 'zomedy'. Degflouae . Sfrngera presante itaatf 
like the offspring of a drug-fueHed night ot passion 
between Ousntin Tarantino and the Coen brothers. 
With Oanny Dyer as an OCD hitman, it repuires 
a modest but respectable indie budget of $1 million 
to dc it justice. 

In independent teatura film history, the 
$1 million budget has seen its fair share of 
btaakthrough movies, including fleservoir Data 
and Wapofeon Pvnamita , so we were confident we 
could prorfuce a solid film. But there was still the 
small matter of tying dawn Ihe finances. Where 
better to get your hands dirty in the grimy buainass 
of receiving investment commitments than on the 


glamoroue boats and hedonistic parties of Cannes? 
Oh, and bueinase meetmgs rake place there too. 

This was to be my third Cannes In a row. and 
although I had never get round to actually watching 
a movie (those are saved for the chticB and film fans 
that treat Cannes as their Mecca), I had sampled 
everything sisa there was to offer an indie filmmaker 
in the previous two years. This year I apprrtached the 
entire ccntsct'making, champagns'drlnking. hkn' 
talking card'givktg and card'receiving superficiality 
with a much more mature head on my shoulders, arvi 
less ple'in-the-sky expectations. 

I prepared myself fora hard time getting these key 
players to pay attention. Cannes is a festival which, 
because of the popularity and glamour associated 
with It, attracts more starry eyed anieteur hhtimakers 
and waiters with scripts than any other. As a resuh, 
distribution companies, seles agents and those higher 
up the ladder wear their sunglasses Hke armour, artd 
do thoir beet to avoid anyone who starre a aenrenee 
with, 'HI. I'd hke to tell you about thle movie we want to 
niake...'Thie mekeafora hard sail, or at least has dene 
for ms for the past two years. 

This year, however, we were armed wHh a 
producer who was sarbng on tne winO of a hit film and 
a real page* turner of a acrlpt Wo aecured 28 meetings 
over a mere three days, and the viah ended with offers 


on the table and a big gnn on all of our faces as we 
can now say with contidenca that my naxi Cirectorial 
effort will go Into production letei this year. An earty 
Tagkne reada; 'Obaeaalve. Compulalve. Disordered.' 
That prehy much suma up the Cannae expenertce, 
and boy Is It addictive. 
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THE WIND 
JOURNEYS 


BRECTEDBy CioGMia ntTBC 
Cotombian director Qro (Sierra 
adds his name to the list of Latin 
American filmmakers developing 
a distinct brand of ethnographic 
cinema. Despite stunning 
cinematography and naturalistic 
performances, however, this story 
of an accordion player crossing the 
country to return his instrument 
struggles to hold the attention. 

BRIGHT STAR 

mtECTED By JagCanitii ETl XKB 
Jane (Jarrpon's mudr anticipated 
comeback - detailing the 
unconsummated bve affair 
between John Keats and his 
'rranxtress' Fanny Brawne - turned 
out to be an exercise in middle- 
brow mediocrity that made the 
fatal mistake of confusing reanng 
poetry with being poetic. Ben 
Whishawbe% flops as the poet. 


TOMORROW 
AT DAWN 

DBECraiBy Etaii! Oaicom ni laHSElH 
This handsomely produced 
drama sees two brothers immersed 
in the world of imperial-era role 
play, where the participaniswillgo 
to any length to satisfy their honour. 
JSrtimieRenier and Vincent Perez 
are charismatic leads, and the 
drama is effective if skin-deep. 

THE SILENT 
ARMY 

DKECraiBy jsantaideVtMi irUTtt: 

This poorly executed piece of 
conscience tugging from Jean 
van de \%lde was perhaps the 
worst film at Cannes. The bond 
between a white boy aivd his black 
best ftiendin an Aftican country 
is tested when one is kidnapped 
by rebels, (oie a desperate (and 
de^erately improbable) search 
for the missing child. 


ENTER 
THE VOID 


DKECTaiBy tolglloe ntTBC 
Technically stunning arguably 
vacuous and genuinely unforgettable, 
Caspar Nod’s cinematic tour de prce 
shoots from the POV of a young drug 
dealerin Tokyo -even after he dies. 
Gliding through time, ^ace, life, 
death and narcotics, it's a unique 
mindfuck... Literally, when Nod's 
camera descends into a woman’s 
vagina duringsex. 


THIRST 

DREGTBI BY PaiiEaan-Vito EH late JOB 
Cotkscrew ItiHs, twisted sex. 
gore through a straw; call it 
the anti-IUiilighl. Spurting with 
red blood and black humour, 
Oldbov direaor Park Chan-Wook’s 
overlong vampire romance starts 
out as a body horror, ^ins off into 
zany comerfy and killer romance, 
before finallyrediscovering itself 
for a grinning, bittersweet finale. 


INDEPENDENCE 

DKlCriDBy RaaMaran gATtt: 

Raya Martin’s synthesis of 
poetic realism, folk art and cultural 
memory was one of the festival’s 
more singular offerings. A paean 
to Filipino patriotism in the guise 
of a silent-era family drama, 
Independence is a dreamlike 
experiencethatseas amotherand 
son, fleeing the American army, 
build a life in isolation in the forest. 

DDGTDDTH 

DRECTED BY rjnms I anWnins ETA TBC 
Channelling a Kubrickian sense 
of existential madness, this&eek 
drama exerts an icy effect. A mother 
and father have kept their children 
under virtual house arrest for their 
entire lives -ignorant of the society 
beyond their doorstep. When the 
outside world inevitably intrudes, 
long dormant tensiois erupt. Darkly 
funny and disturtnngly violent. 
Dogtooth has the dislocated aura 
of a waking nightmare. 



A BRAND 
NEW LIFE 

BffiraiBY aiwLMaiile gtTBC 
Cannes rang to the snap of broken 
hearts as Ounie Lecomie's debut 
film devastated the Qoisette. Based on 
her own experiences, she teHs the tale 
of a young Korean girl abandoned by 
her fatherin a Catholic orphanage. But 
this is no Maedakne Sisters scenario. 
Instead, h's a perfectly realised 
examination of the fragile agony 
of childhood, and the easy abuse of 
love. Nine-year-old actress Sae Ron 
Kim is unfotgettable in the lead. 

THE HELL 


OF 

GE 


THE WHITE 
RIBBON 


stark, consummate mystery-drama 
translates as The White Ribbon: A 
German Chickeris Story. This being 
Haneke, it includes child abuse, 
beatings, a decapitated pet bird and 
searing emotional violence. But 
mostly, his involving snapshot of a 
pre-Worid War ! rural village fish-eyes 
human brutality ftom a distmce - 
and it's al the more powerful font 

NYMPH 



What began as a passion projea for 
Palme d'Or winner Cristian Mungiu 
was opened up into a portmanteau 
project to showcase new Romanian 
directois. The resulting films -comic 
vignettes detailingurban legends 
from the Ceausescu era - are more 
hit than miss, and have a lot to say 
about the unique character of the 
Romanian people. 


Spanish master AmenSbar brings 
a Euclidean elegance to this epic 
stoiy of female philosopher Hypatia 
{Rachel WeiE) who lived and worfed 
against a backdrop of religious 
hatred. But he's let down by a script 
that has little to say beyond asking 
why we can't aB just get along. And 
awards talk for Wehz is surely wide 
of the marie 




THE 

IMAGINARIUM 
OF DOCTOR 
PARNASSUS 

DHCriBVMGtoEHL • E'lii 
Dangling tifelessiy from a r.aaaa, Heath 
Ledger makes a starting entrance 
on his last ever screen appearance. 
Qeveriy doubted for by Johnny 
Depj), CoSn FameD and Jude Law he 
ventures throu^ a carnival mirror that 
ccnjtnBS magcal imaginary worlds. 
Sadly, despite some invrtUu'' ■ 
efecB, Terry Gilbam's dumsy oddball 
fantas” can’t quite do the same, 

FISH TANK 

DRfCrSI BV AinlreaAtniM ETA S^liiriief 
Good enough to have taken the 
Palme d'Or, Red flood writer/direc! or 
Andrea Arnold comes up with a 
near-perfect Dardennes-styie drama 
that’s harsh, delicate, funny and 
beautifully observed. With perfect 
performances from non-pro Katie 
Jarvis as an angsty Essex chav who 
dreams of escape, and Michael 
Faasbender as her mother’s boyfriend. 

TO DIE 
LIKE A MAN 

PBlCraiBy jDai Pedro Redrioiis ErATBt 
Imagine if Pedro Almoddvar lost his zest 
for life and succumbed to anomie. 7b 
DfeLifeeAMon would be the film he’d 
make. Following the last months of a 
faded drag artist in a Lisbon stripped 
of ^amour, it boasts some bold choices 
from director Joao Pedro Rodrigues, 
butlacks the warmth to truly arrest. 

ADRIFT 

OKlCraBy nWDiWde gATBC 
A young girl’s sexual awakening 
is set against the backdrop of family 
infidelity in an exclusive Brazilian 
beach resort. Newcomer Laura 
Neiva smouldera sensationally, but 
with little social comment. Heitor 
DhaBa’s film plays out like a glorified 
episode of The OC . 


UP 

DRSTai Bf ETA Ocbts 2009 

Tears from heaven... This isPixar’s 
most emotional filmya and its most 
outlandish - featuring a balloon- 
powered flying hovse, talking guard- 
dogs and a giant multi-coloured 
bird called Kevin. ’This wondrously 
bittersweet comedy about a lonely 
old man on the adventure of a 
lifetime can’t quite topple Finding 
Nemo as Pixar’s masterpiece, but it’s 
probably the most moving cartoon 

PRECIOUS 

BKECTBIBy ialmeir EALMiOag 
Mariah Carey’s staggering authentic 
turn as a welfare officer is just 
oire reason to see this exploitation 
melodrama about an obese, illiterate 
18-year-oId Harlem girl (Gabby 
Sidibe) who’s abused to hell and back 
by her parents. Artlessly directed by 
Lee Daniels, its waBop arrives via 
fearless performances, breathtaking 
domestic violence and a truly gut- 
punching finale. 

TETRO 

DRffiTai BY RaraFoyg^gghnA TBC 
Toying with guilt, family, youth, 
innocence and art itself, Francis Ford 
Coppola’s second directorial effort 
in 12 years stats Vincent GaDo and 
DKZaprio-IookaBke Alden Ehrenreich 
as two brothersreunited in Buenos 
Aires. Shot in monochrome, it’s 
too self-conscious to stick. But it’s 
intriguing to see how the Hollywood 
godfather’s obsessions have changed 
- and stayed the same. 

MOTHER 

DRSlTaiBVinyggHtoQATBC 
Back in the killer-thriUer genre 
for the first time since his modem 
masterpiece Afemorfes of Murder. 
Korean director Bong Joon-Ho 
untwists a surprising, melancholy 
mystery-drama about a schoolgirl’s 
murder, a boy with a goldfish 
memory, and a mother driven to 
the edge. It’s slow-bum, coirpulsive 
and masterfully shot. 



£ 3 . 









Beachdown 

Festival 

Devil’s Dyke 
Brighton 
28-31 August 
2009 


Grace Jones 

-The Zutons 
-Super Furry Animals 
-Ocean Colour Scene 
-The Fall 
-Terry Callier 
-Prince Buster and the 
Delroy Williams band 
-Jazzanova 
-Gilles Peterson 
-Plus many more 
top acts 


Films Showing: 
-WIthnall & I 
-Fear and Loathing 
In Las Vegas 
-Donnie Darko 
-Blade Runner 
-Jaws 

-Riding Giants 
-Big Wednesday 
-Woodstock 
-Glastonbury the Movie 
-Pirates of 
the Caribbean 
-Bee Movie 
-Ratatoullle 


Beachdown Festival will again be 
showcasing a world-class musical 
line-up, cinema, cabaret and a 
Kids Area with a lull schedule of 
entertainments and activities in its 
own right. With organic food and 
drinkfrom Brighton and Sussex, 
a breathtaking location and 4 days 
of entertainment. 


Beachdown is very proud to 
announce that The Duke ofYork’s 
cinema will be programming and 
hosting the Beachdown Cinema . 


Tickets priced at £97.50 plus 
booking fee. ‘Get down with the 
Beachdown’ before tickets sell 
out! They’re moving fast! 


^ lost.fm 0 IKE beachdownfestlval.com 


